O T H E L L. O 
50% N 


THE / 
i 


MOOR of VENICE, 


A 


TRAGEDY. 


— — 


P 
1 2 - * 1 
1 


— — m—_ 


Written by Mr. WILLIAu SHAKESPEAR, 


Pp F 
4 ane 


DUBLIN: 


Printed for PETER WILSON, Bookſeller 
in Dame-Street, M, DCC, XLVIII. 


——— 
VS arm - 


* -_— "O_o 


- * 4 — * 
a N 


— — — Cr" 
. - 
* 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


DUKE of Venice. 

Brabantio, a noble Venetian. 

Gratiano, Brother to Brabantio. 

Lodovico, Kin/man to Brabantio and Gratiano. 
Othello, the Moor, General for the Venetians in Cyprus. 
Caſho, his Lieutenant-General. 

Aago, Standard. bearer to Othello. 

Rodorigo, a fooliſb Gentleman, in love auith Deſdemona. 
Montano, the Moors Predeceſſor in the Government of 
_ Cyprus. 

Clown,, Servant to the Moor. 


Herald 

Deſdemona, Daughter to Brabantio, and Yife to Othello. 
Emilia, Wife to Iago. | 
Bianca, Curtezan, Miſtreſs to Caſio. 


Officers, Gentlemen, Meſſengers, Muſicians, Sailors, and 
| Attendants. 


SCENE, for the Fir das, in Venice; during the 
reft of the Play, in Cyprus. 
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O THE LL o, 
The Moor of Venice. 
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Fer dene 

3 FINES . | | 

1 A Street in VENICE. 

4 Enter Rodorigo and Tago. p 

: RoDortco. 
USH, never tell me, I take it much unkindly, 
That thou, ago, who haſt had my purſe, 


As if the ſtrings were thine, ſnouldſt know of this 
Iago. But you'll not hear me. | 
If ever Idid dream of ſuch a matter, abhor me. 


hate. i 

Iago. Deſpiſe me, 
If I do not. Three Great ones of the city, 
In perſonal ſuit to make me his lieutenant, 
Ofi-cap'd to him: and, by the faith of man, 
I know my price, I'm worth no worſe a Place, 
But he, as loving his owu pride and purpoſe, 
Evades them with a bombaſt circumſtance, 
Horribly ſtuft with epithets of war, 
And, in concluſion, 
Non-fuits my mediators. Certes, ſays hc, 
I have already choſe my officer. 
And what was he ? 
Forſooth, a great arithmetician, 
One Michael Caſſio; (a Florentincs 
A fellow almoſt damn'd in a fair wife z ) 


A 2 That 


Rad. Thou told'ſt me, thou didſt hold him in thy 


— — — — ——— 


—ů ——— — ls a — ts ALS 


— — « Aw HP — ꝗ́ t + ö — 


. 1 TOE 2 ͤ ˙ , 2 or 


— TL — - = 
— — ——— 


— — — — — — 


4 OTHELL o, , 


That never ſet a ſquadror in the feld AST es 
Nor the diviſion of battle knows I 
More than a ſpinſter; but the bookiſſt theoriet, 
Wherein the toged conſuls can propoſe , 6 
As maſterly as he; meer prattle, without practice, 
Is all his ſoldierſnip he had th election ; 
And I, of whom his eyes had ſeen the proof 

At Rhodes, at. Cyprus, and on other grounds 
Chriſtian and heathen, muſt be let and calm'd 

By Debitor and Creditor, this Counter-cafter ; 

He, in good time, muſt his lieutenant be,. ... | 
And I 8 


od bleſs the mark ! ) his Moorſhip's Ancient. 
Rod. By Heav'n, I rather would have been his hang- 
man. A * x | 
Jago. But there's no remedy, tis the curſe of 
; r 
Preferment goes by letter and affection, 
Not (as of old) gradation, where each ſecond 
Stood heir to th firſt, Now, Sir, be judge your ſelf, 
If I in any juſt term am aſſign d 
'To love the Moor. 
Nad. I would not follow him then. 
Jago. O Sit, content you; | 
I follow him to ſerve my turn upon him. 
We cannot all be maſters, nor all maſters 
Cannot be truly follow'd. You ſhall mark 
Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave, 
That, doting on his own obſequious bondage, 
Wears out his time, much like his maſter's aſs, _ 
For nought but provender ; and, when he's old, 
caſhier'd ; | 
Whip me ſuch honeſt knaves—Others there are, 
Who, trimm'd in forms and viſages of duty, 
Keep yet their hearts attending on themſelves ; 
And, throwing but ſhows of ſervice on their lords, 
Well thrive by them; and when they've lin'd their 
coats, 
Do themſelves homage. Theſe folks have ſome 
ſoul, 
And ſuch a one do I profeſs my ſelf. 
It is as ſure as you are Rodorigo, 
Were I the Moor, I would not be Lage : 


In 


» ern 


Mor of VEM Ie x. 
In following him, I follow but my ſelf, 
Heav'n is my judge, not I, for love and duty: 


But, ſeeming ſo, for my peculiar end: 


For when my outward action doth demonſtrate 
The na ive act and figure of my heart 
In compliment extern, tis not long after 
But I will wear my heart upon my ſleeve, 
For daws to peck at ; I'm not what I ſeem. 
Red. What a full fortune does the thick-lips owe, 
Tf he can carry her thus ? 
Lago. Call up her father, 
Rouſe him, make after him, poiſon his delight ; 
Proclaim him in the ftreets, incenſe her kin{men ; 
And tho' he in a fertile chmate dwell, 
Plague him with flies; tho” that his joy be joy, 
Yet throw ſuch changes of vexation on't, 
As it may loſe ſome colour. 
Rod. Here is her father's houſe, I'll call aloud. 
4 9. Do, with like timorous accent, and dire yell, 
As when, by night and negligence, the fire 
Is ſpread in populous cities.“ | 
Rod. What, ho! Brabantio ! Signior Brabantis ! ho. 
Lago. Awake ! what, ho! Brabantio ! ho! thieves | 
bas ,.. [thieves !- | 
Look to your houſe, your daughter and your bags: 
"Thieves ! thieves ! 


SCENE II. 


Brabantio appears abowe, at a window. 
Bra. What is the reaſon of this terrible ſummons ? 
What is the matter there ? Rey | | 

Red. Signior, is all your family within ? 
lago. Are all doors lock'd ? wy 
Bra. Why ? wherefore ask you this? 
lago. Zounds ! Sir, you're robb'd : for ſhame, put 
bon your Gown ; | 
Your heart is burſt, you have loſt half your ſoul ; 
Ev'n now, ev'n very now, an old black ram 


Is tupping your white ewe. Ariſe, ariſe, 
Awake the erg citizens with the del. 
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Or elſe the Devil will make a grandfire of you. 
Ariſe, I fay. | 
Bra. What, have you loſt your wit? 
Rod. Moſt reverend ſignior, do you know my 
voice ? 
Bra. Not I; what are you? 
Rod. My name is Rodorigo. 
Bra. The worſe welcome; 
F've charg'd thee not to haunt about my doors: 
In honeſt plainneſs thou haſt heard me ſay, 
My daughter's not for thee. And now in madneſs, 
Being full of ſupper and diſtemp'ring draughts, 
Upon malicious bravery doſt thou come 
Jo ſtart my quiet. 
Rod. Sir, Sir, Sir 
Bra. But thou muſt needs be ſure, 
My ſpirit and my place have in their power 
To make this bitter to thee. 
Rod. Patience, good Sir. 
Bra. What tell'ſt thou me of robbing ? this is 
Venice. : 
My houſe is not a grange. 
Rod. Moſt grave Brabantio, 
In ſimple and pure ſoul, I come to you. | 
lago. Zounds ! Sir, you are one of thoſe that will 
not ſerve God, if the Devil bid you. Becauſe we 
come to do you ſervice, you think we are rufhans ; 
you'll have your daughter covered with a Barbary 
horſe, you'll have your nephews neigh to you ; you'll 
have courſers for couſins, and gennets for germanes. 
Bra, What prophane wretch art thou ? 


lago. 1 am one, Sir, that comes to tell you, your | 


daughter and the Moor are now making the beaſt with 
two backs. oat 
Bra. 'Thou art a villain, | 
Iago. You are a ſenator. | 5 
Bre. This thou ſhalt anſwer. I know thee; Ro- 
dori go. 9 
Red. Sir, I will anſwer any thing. But I beſeec 
ou, | 43> þ in a 
If't be your pleaſure and moſt wife conſent, 


(As part] y, I find, it is,) that your fair daug hter Ne 
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At this odd even and dull watch o' th' night, 
Tranſported with no worte nor better guard, 
But with a knave of hire, a Gundulier, 
To the groſs claſps of a laſcivious Moor: 
If this be known to you, and your allowance, 
We then have done you bold and ſawey wrongs. 
But if you know not this, my manners tell me, 
We have your wrong rebuke. Do not believe, 
That from the ſenſe of all civility 
I thus would play, and trifle with your reverence. 
Your daughter, if you have not given her leave, 
I fay again, hath made a groſs revolt; 
Tying her duty, beauty, wit and fortunes 
To an extravagant and wheeling ſtranger, 
Of here and every where; ſtraight ſatisfie your ſelf, 
If ſhe be in her chamber, or your houſe, 
Let looſe on me the juſtice of the State 
For thus deluding you. 
Bra. Strike on the tinder, ho! 

Give me a taper; call up all my people 
This accident is not unlike my Dream, 
Belief of it oppreſſes me already. 
Eight, I fay, light! 

ago. Farewel ; for Imuſt leave you. 
It ſeems not meet, nor wholſome to my place, 
To be produc'd (as, if I ftay, I ſhall) 
Againſt the Moor. For 1 do know, the State, 
However this may gall him with ſome check, 
Cannot with ſafety caſt him. For he's embark'd 
With ſuch loud reaſon to the Cypras' wars, 
Which ev'n now ſtand in act, that, for their ſouls, 
Another of his fadom they have none, 
To lead their buſineſs. In which regard, 
Tho' I do hate him as F do hell's pains, 
Yet, for neceſſity of preſent life, 
I muſt ſhew out a flag and ſign of love: 


(Which is, indeed, but fign.) That you may ſurely 


find him, 
Lead to the Sagittary the raiſed ſearch ; 
And there will I be with him. So, farewel. [ Exit. 
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SCENE III. 


Enter Brabantio, and ſervants with torches, 


Bra. It is too true an evil. Gone ſhe is; 
And what's to come of my deſpited time, 
Is nought but bitterneſs. Now, Rodorigo, 
Where didſt thou ſee her ? oh unhappy girl! 
With the Moor, ſaidſt thou? who would be a father? 
How didſt thou know 'twas ſhe ? oh, ſhe deceives me 
Paſt thought What ſaid ſhe to you? get more 
taper — ' | 
Raiſe all my kindred— are they married, think you ? 
Rod. Truly, I think, they are. 
Bra. O heaven ! how gat ſhe out ? 
Oh treaſon of my blood ! 
Fathers, from hence truſt not your daughter's minds 
By what you ſee them act. Are there not charms, 
By which the property of youth and maidhood 
May be abus'd ? have you not read, Redorigo, 
Of ſome ſuch thing ? | 
Red. Yes, Sir, I have, indeed. 


Bra. Call up my brother: oh, would you had had 


her ; 

Some one way, ſome another——Do you know 
Where we may apprehend her and the Moor ? 

Rod. I think, I can diſcover him, if you pleaſe 
To get good guard, and go along with me. 

Bra. Pray you, lead on. At ev'ry houſe Þ ll call, 
I may command at moſt ; get weapons, hoa ! 
And raiſe ſome ſpecial officers of might: 
On, good Rodorigo, I'll deſerve your pains. [Exeunt, 


SCENE IV. 


Changes to another STREET, before the Sagittary. 


Euter Othello, Iago, and attendants with Torches. 
lags. Tho' in the trade of war I have flain men, 
Yet do I hold it very ſtuff o' th' conſcience 
To do no.contriv'd murther : I lack iniquity 
Sometimes to do me ſervice Nine or ten times 


I thought to ve jerk'd him here under the ribs. 


Oc. 


Moor f Venice, 
Oh. It's better as it is. | 
Iago. Nay, but he prated, | 
And ſpoke ſuch ſcurvy and provoking terms 
| Againſt your honour ; | xg 
1 That, with the little godlineſs I have, 
3 I did full hard forbear him. But I pray, Sir, 
. Are you faſt married? for, be ſure of this, 
1 That the Magnifico is much belov'd, 
> And hath in his effect a voice potential 
e As double as the Duke's : he will divorce you, 
_ Or put upon you what reſtraint or grievance 


1 The law (with all his might t'enforce it on) 
2 Will give him cable. 
71 Oth. Let him do his ſpight : 
My ſervices, which I have done the Signiory, 
TE Shall out- tongue his complaints, Tis yet to know, 
—_ (Which, when I know that boaſting 1s an honour, 
| I ſhall promulgate) I fetch my Life and Being 
From men of royal fiege ; and my demerits 
May ſpeak, unbonnetting, to as proud a fortune 
As this that I have reach'd. For know, Lago, 
: But that I love the gentle De/demona, | 
3 | I would not my unhouſed free condition 
| Put into circumſcription and confine, - (der? 
For the ſea's worth. But look] what lights come yon- 


SCENE V. 
Enter Caſſio, with torches. 


| Iago. Thoſe are the raiſed father, and his friends: 
j You were beſt go in. 

þ Oth. Not I: I muſt be found. 

x My parts, my title and my perfect Soul 

| Shall manifeſt me rightly. Is it they? 

[3 Iago. By Janus, I think, no. 
7 Oth. The Servants of the Duke, and my lieutenant: 
1 The goodneſs of the night upon you, friends ! 

What is the news? 


y Ca/. The Duke does greet you, General; 
| And he requires your haſte, poſt-haſte, appearance, 
Ev'n on the inſtant. | 

O:h, What is the matter, think yon? 


1 As Caf. 
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- Caſ. Soniething from Cyprus, as I may divine ; 
It is a buſineſs of ſome heat. The Galhes 
Have ſent a dozen ſequent meflengers 
This very night, at one another's heels: 
And many of the conſuls, rais'd and met, 
Are at the Duke's already. You have been hotly 
call'd for, | . 
When, being not at your lodging to be found, 
The Senate ſent above three ſeveral queſts, 
To ſearch you out. 
Oth..* Tis well I am found by you: 
I will but ſpend a word here in the houſe, | 
And go with you. [Exit Othello. 
Caf. Ancient, what makes he here? (rack ; 
lago. Faith, he to-night hath boarded a land-car- 
If it prove lawful prize, he's made for ever. 
Caf. I do not underſtand. 
lago. He's married. 
Caſ. To whom? 
Iago. Marry to Come, Captain, will you go? 
Enter Othello. 
Otb. Have with you. 
Caf. Here comes another Troop to ſeek for you. 


SCENE VI. 


Enter Brabantio, Rodorigo, with officers and torches. 


Iago. It is Brabantio: General, be advis'd ; 
He comes to bad intent. 
Otb. Holla! ſtand there. 
Rod. Signior, it is the Moor. 
Bra. Down with him, thief ! 
[They draw on both fades, 
1ago. You, Rodorigo ! Come, Sir, I am for you— 
Oth. Keep up your bright ſwords, for the dew will 
ruſt em. 
Good Signior, you ſhall more command with years, 
Then with your weapons. | 
Bra. O chou foul thief! where haſt thou ftow'd my 
" daughter? 
Damn'd as thou art, thou haſt enchanted her ; 
For I'll refer me to all things of ſenſe, 
If ſhe in chains of magick were not bound, 
Whether 


—2ͤ«õUlç:⸗ „ ry my By 8 — — 
7 . 3 1 
1 — Ars HA nrenos ed * 


ne 


* 
* 
1 
? 
4 
14 
4 
1 
1 
— 
% 
4 
1 
#8 
Th 
E 
E 
4 
4 
3 
: 


Moor of VENICE. ks 


Whether a maid, ſo tender, fair, and happy, 

So oppoſite to marriage, that ſhe ſhunn'd 

The wealthy culled darlings of our nation, 
Would ever have, t'incur a general mock, 

Run from her guardage to the ſooty boſom 

Of ſuch a thing as thou, to fear, not to delight? 
Judge me the world, if 'tis not groſs in ſenſe, 
That thou haſt praCtis'd on her with foul charms, 
Abus'd her delicate youth with drugs or minerals, 
That weaken Notion.——T1l have't diſputed on; 
"Tis probable, and palpable to thinking. 

I therefore apprehend and do attach thee 

For an abuſer of the world, a practiſer 

Of arts inhibited, and out of warrant ; 

Lay hold upon him; if he do reſiſt, 

Subdue him at his peril. 

Oth. Hold your hands, i 
Both you of my inclining, and the reſt. 1 
Were it my cue to fight, I ſhould have knowmit «1 
Without a prompter. Where will you I go 
To anſwer this your charge ? 

Bra. To prifon, till fit time 
Of law, and courſe of direct ſeſſion, = 
Call thee to anſwer. | 

Oth. What if I do obey ? 

How may the Duke be therewith ſatisfied, 
Whoſe meſſengers are here about my fide, 
Upon ſome preſent buſinefs of the State, 
'To bring me to him ? 
Off. True, moſt worthy ſignior, 
The Duke's in Council; and your noble ſelf, 
Tm ſure, is ſent for. 
Bra. How! the Duke in Council ? 
In this time of the night ? bring him away ; 
Mine's not an idle cauſe. The Duke himſelf, 
Or any of my brothers of the State, 
Cannot but feel this wrong, as *twere their own;. 
For if ſuch actions may have paſſage free, 
Bond-ſlaves, and Pagans, ſhall our Stateſmen be. 
| | [Excunt. 
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SCENE VI. 


Changes to the Senate-Houſc. 


Duke and Senators, ſet at a table with lights, and 
5 attendants. 


Du le. There is no compoſition in theſe news, 
That gives them credit. 
1 Sen. Indeed they're diſproportion'd; 
My letters ſay, a hundred and ſeven Gallies. 
Duke. And mine, a hundred and forty. 
2 Sen. And mine, two hundred ; 
But though they jump not on a juſt account, 
(As in theſe caſes, where the aim reports, 
Tis oft with diff rence;) yet do they all confirm 
A Turkiſh fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus. 
Duke. Nay, it is poſſible enough to judgment ; 
J do not ſo ſecure me in the error, 
But the main article I do approve 
In fearful ſenſe. | 
[Sailors within.) What hoa! what hoa! what hoa! 
Enter Sailors. 
OF. A meſſenger from the Gallies. 
Duke. Now |! —what's the buſineſs ? 
Sail. The Turki/> preparation makes for Rhodes, 
So was I bid report here to the State, 
Duke. How ſay you by this change ? 
1 Sen. This cannot be, 
By no aſſay of reaſon. Tis a pageant, 
Jo keep us in falſe gaze; when we confider 
'Th' importancy of Cyprus to the Turk, 
And let our ſelves again but underſtand, 
That as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes, 
So may he with more facile queſtion bear it; 
For that it ſtands not in ſuch warlike brace, 
But altogether Jacks th' abilities 
That Rhodes is dreſs'd in. If we make thought of this, 
We muſt notthink the Turk is ſo unſkilful, 
To leave that lateſt, which concerns him firſt; 
Neglecting an attempt of eaſe and gain, 
To wake, and wage, a danger prokitleſs, 1 
4 e. 
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Duke. Nay, in all confidence, he's not for Rhodes. 
Off. Here is more news, 
Enter a Meſſenger. | 
MeJfſ. The Ottomites, (reverend and gracious,) 
Steering with due courſe toward the iſle of Rhodes, 
Have there injoin'd them with an after-fleet | 
1 Sex. Ay, fol thought; how many, as you gueſs? 
Meſ. Of thirty fail; and now they do re- ſtem 
Their back ward courſe, bearing with frank appearance 
Their purpoſes toward Cyprus. Signior Montano, 
Vour truſty and moſt valiant Servitor, 
With his free duty, recommends you thus, 
And prays you to believe him. 
Duke. "Ts certain then for Cyprus : Marcus Luccices, 
Is he not here in town? 
Sen. He's now in Florence, | (patch. 
Dake. Write from us, to him, poſt, poſt-haſte, diſ- 
1. Sen. Here comes Brabantio, and the valiant Moor. 


SCENE VIII. 


To them, enter Brabantio, Othello, Caſſio, Iago, Ro- 
dorigo, and Officers. 


Duke. Valiant Othello, we mult ſtraight employ you, 
Againſt the general enemy Ottoman. 

I did not ſee you; welcome, gentle ſignior: [To Brab, 
We lack'd your counſel, and your help to-night. 

Bra. So did I yours; good your Grace, pardon me; 
Neither my place, nor aught I heard of buſineſs, 
Hath rais'd me from my bed ; nor doth the general 
Take hold on me: For my particular grief 
Is of ſo flood-gate and o'er-bearing nature, 

That it ingluts and ſwallows other ſorrows, 
And yet is ſtill itſelf. 

Duke. Why ? what's the matter? 

Bra. My daughter! oh, my daughter 

Sen, Dead ? 

Bra. To me; 

She is abus'd, ſtolen from me, and corrupted 

By ſpells and medicines, bought of mountebanks; 
For nature ſo prepoſterouſly to err, | 
(Being not deficient, blind, or lame of ſenſe,) 
Sans Witchcraft eould not— OR ERS 


Duke. 


— e 


—— — 


— 


rr 
—— — ———ꝑ—ä — —ẽ— —ͤ— — 


2 
4 CT — __u_———  — Cc re 


To find out practices of canning hell, 


72 


14 OTRELIL o, the 


Duke. Whoe'er he be, that in this foul proceeding 
Hath thus beguiPd your daughter of herſelf, 
And you of her, the bloody book of law 
You ſhall your ſelf read in the bitter letter, 
After yeur own ſenſe; yea, though our proper Son 
Stood in your action. 
Bra. Humbly I thank your Grace. 
Here is the man, this Moor, whom now, it ſeems, 
Your ſpecial mandate, for the State- affairs, 
Hath hither brought. 
All. We're very ſorry for't. 
Duke. What in your own part can you ſay to this? 
5 [To Othel. 
Bra. Nothing, but this is ſo.. 
Oth. Moſt potent, grave, and reverend ſigniors, 
My very noble and approv'd good maſters; 
That I have tab en away this old man's daughter, 
It is moſt true; true, I have married her; 
The very head and front of my offending 
Hath this extent; no more. Rude am | in my ſpeech, 
And little bleſs'd with the ſet phraſe of peace; 
For ſince theſe arms of mine had ſeven years' Pith, 
Till now, ſome nine moons waſted, they have us'd 
Their deareft action in the tented field; 
And little of this great world can I ſpeak, 
More than pertains to feats of broils and battle; 
And therefore little ſhall I grace my cauſe, 
In ſpeaking for my ſelf. Yet, by your patience, 
I will a round unvarniſh'd tale deliver, 
Of my whole courſe of love; what drugs, what charms, 
What conjuration, and what mighty magick, 
(For ſuch proceeding I am charg'd-withal,) 
I won his daughter with. | 
Bra. A maiden, never bold; 
Of ſpirit fo ſtill and quiet,. that her motion 
Bluſlvd at itſelf ; — ſhe; in ſpight of nature, 
Of years, of country, credit, every thing, 
To fall in love with what ſhe fear'd to look on 
It is a judgment maim'd, and molt imperfect, 
That will confeſs, perfection ſo could err 
Againſt all rules of nature; and muſt be driven. 
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Why this ſhould be. I therefore vouch again, 


That with ſome mixtures powerful o'er the blood, 


Or with ſome dram, conjur'd to this effect, 
He wrought upon her. 

Duke. To vouch this, is no proof, 
Without more certain and more overt teſt, 
Than theſe thin habits and poor likelyhoods 
Of modern ſeeming do prefer againſt him. 

1 Sen. But, Othello, ſpeak ; 
Did you by indirect and forced courſes 
Subdue and poiſon this young maid's affections? 
Or came it by requeſt, and ſuch fair queſtion 
As ſoul to ſoul affordeth ? 

0th. I beſeech you, 
Send for the lady to the Sagittary, 
And let her ſpeak of me before her father; 
If you do find me foul in her report, 
The Truſt, the Office, I do hold of you, 
Not only take away, but let your Sentence; 
Even fall upon my life. 

Duke. Fetch Deſademona hither. 


[ Exeunt tauo or threes 
Oth. Ancient, conduct them, you beſt know tte 


place. [Exit Iagog 
And till ſhe come, as truly as to heav'n 
J do confeſs the vices of my blood, 
So juſtly to your grave ears I'll preſent 
How I did thrive in this fair lady's love, 
And ſhe in mine. 
Dake. Say it, Othello. 
Oth. Her father lov'd me, oft invited me; 
Still queſtion'd me the ſtory of my life, 
From year to year; the battles, ſieges, fortunes, 
That I have paſt. 
I ran it through, e'en from my boyiſh days, 
To th' very moment that he bad me tell it: 
Wherein I ſpoke of moſt diſaſtrous chances, 
Of moving accidents by flood and field ; 
Of hair-breadth ſcapes in th' imminent deadly breach; 
Of being taken by the inſolent foe, 
And fold to ſlavery . of my redemption thence, 
And with it, all my travel's hiſtory: 
_ Wherein 
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Wherein of antres vaſt, and deſarts idle, heav'n, 
Rough quarries, rocks, and hills, whoſe heads touch 
It was my hent to ſpeak ; ſuch was the proceſs; 
And of the Cannibals that each'other nt, fog 
'The Anthropophagi : and men whoſe heads 7 
Do grow beneath their ſhoulders. All theſe to hear 
Would Deſdemona ſeriouſly ihcline 5— 1 
But ſtill the houſe· affairs would draw her thence, 
Which even as ſhe could with haſte diſpatch, 
She'd come again, and with a greedy ear | 
Devour up my diſcourſe : which I obſerving, | 
Took once a pliant hour, and found good means 
To draw from her a prayer of earneſt heart, 
That I would all my pilgrimage dilate ; 
Whereof by parcels ſhe had ſomething heard, 
But not diſtinctively: I did conſent, 
And often did beguile her of her tears, 
When I did ſpeak of ſome diftreſsful ſtroke 
That my youth ſuffer'd. My ſtory being done, 
2 gave me for my pains a world of fighs: 

he ſwore, in faith twas ſtrange, twas paſſing ſtrange, 
"Twas pitiful, *twas wondrous pitiful 
She wiſh'd, ſhe had not heard it; yet ſhe wiſh'd, 
iThat heav'n had made her ſuch a man : ſhe 

thank'd me, 

And bad me, if I had a friend that Iov'd her, 
I ſhould but teach him how to tell my ſtory, 
And that would wooe her. On this hint I ſpake, 
Shelov'd me for the dangers I had paſt, 
And I lov'd her, that ſhe did pity them : 
This only 1s the witchcraft I have us'd. 
Here comes the lady, let her witneſs it. 


SCENE IX. ö 
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Enter Deſdemona, Iago, and attendants. 


Duke, I think, this tale would win my daughter too- 
Good Brabantio, £ wm | 
Take up this mangled matter at the beſt, 
Men do their broken weapons rather uſe, 
Than their bare hands, n 
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Bra. IP you, hear her ſpeak; 
If ſhe confeſs that ſhe was half the wooer, 
Deſtruction on my head, if my bad blame 
Light on the man ! Come hither, gentle miſtreſs, 
Do you perceive in all this noble company, 
Where you moſt owe obedience ? 
De/. My noble father, 
I do perceive here a divided duty ; 
To you I'm bound for life and education : 
My life and education both do learn me 
How to reſpe& you. You're the lord of duty ; 
I'm hitherto your daughter. But here's my huſband 
And ſo much duty as my mother ſhew'd 
To you, preferring you before her father ; 
So much I challenge, that I may profeſs 
Due to the Moor, my lord. 
Bra. God be with you; I have done. 
Pleaſe it your Grace, on to the State- affairs; 
T had rather to adopt a child, than get it. 
Come hither, Moor : | X 
I here do give thee That with all my heart, 
Which, but thou haſt already, with all my heart 
I would keep from thee. For your ſake, jewel, 
I'm glad at foul I have no other child; 
For thy eſcape would teach me tyranny, 
To hang clogs on them. I have done, my lord. 
Duke. Let me ſpeak like our ſelf; and lay a 
ſentence, | 
Which, as a griſe, or ſtep, may help theſe lovers 
Into your favour 
When remedies are paſt, the griefs are ended 
By ſeeing the worſt, which late on hopes depended, 
To mourn a miſchief that is paſt and gone, 
Js the next way to draw new miſchief on. 
What cannot be preſerv'd when Fortune takes, | 
Patience her injury a mockery makes. - (thief ; 
The robb'd, that ſmiles, ſteals ſomething from the 
He robs himſelf, that ſpends a bootleſs grief. 
| Bra. So, let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile, 
We loſe it not, fo long as we can ſmile ; 
He bears the ſentence well, that nothing bears 
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But he bears both the ſentence, and the ſorrow, 
That, to pay grief, muſt of poor patience borrow. 
Theſe ſentences to ſugar, or to gall, 

Being ſtrong on both ſides, are equivocal. 

But words are words; I never yet did hear, 

That the bruis'd heart was pieced through the ear.— 
Beſeech you, now to the affairs o' th' State. 

Duke. The Turk: with a moſt mighty preparation 
makes for Cyprus : Othello, the fortitude of the place 
is beſt known to you. And though we have there a 
ſubſtitute of moſt allowed ſufficiency : yet opinion, a 

Jovereign miſtreſs of effects, throws a more ſafe voice 
on you ; you muſt therefore be content to ſlubber the 
gloſs of your new fortunes, with this more ſtubborn 
and boiſterous expedition. 

Otb. The tyrant cuſtom, moſt grave ſenators, 

Hath made the flinty and ſteel couch of war 
My thrice-driven bed of down. I doagnize 
A natural and prompt alacrit / 
J find in hardneſs ; and do undertake 
This preſent war againſt the Oztomztes. 
Moſt humbly therefore bending to your State, 
J crave fit diſpoſition for my wife, | 
Due reference of place and exhibition; 
With ſuch accommodation and beſort 

As levels with her breeding. 

Duke. Why, at her father's. 

Bra. I will not have it ſo. 

Orth. Nor J. 

De/. Nor would I there reſide, 

To put my father in impatient thoughts 
By being in his eye. Moſt gracious Duke, 
To my unfolding lend your gracious ear, 
And let me find a charter in your voice 
T' aſſiſt my ſimpleneſs. 

Duke. What would you, Deſdemona ? | 
Deſ. That I did love the Moor to live with him, 
My down-right violence to forms, my fortunes 
May trumpet to the world. My heart's ſubdu'd 
Ev'n to the very quality of my lord ; 

I ſaw Ozhello's viſage in his mind, 

And, ta his honours and his valiant parts Dit 
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Did I my ſoul and fortunes conſecrate. 
So that, dear lords, if I be left behind 
A moth of peace, and he goto the war, 
"The rights, for which I love him, are bereft me : 
And I a heavy interim ſhall ſupport, 
By his dear abſence. Let me go with him. 
Oth. your voices, lords; I beſeech you, let her will 
Have a free way. I therefore beg it not, 
To pleaſe the palate of my appetite ; 
Nor to comply with heat, the young affects 
In my defun& and proper Satisfaction; 
But to be free and bounteous to her mind. 
And heav'n defend your good ſouls, that you think, 
Iwill your ſerious and great buſineſs ſcant, 
For ſhe is with me. No, when light-wing'd toys 
Of feather'd Cupid foil with wanton dulneſs 
My ſpeculative and offic'd inſtruments, 
That my diſports corrupt and taint my buſineſs ; 
Let houſewifes make a ſkillet of my helm, 
And all indign and baſe adverſities 
Make head againſt my eſtimation. 
Duke. Be it as you ſhall privately determine, 
Or for her ſtay or going; th? affair cries haſte ; 
And ſpeed muſt anſwer. You muſt hence to-night. 
De/. To-night, my lord? 
Duke. 'This night. 
Orth. With all my heart. 
Duke. At nine i' th' morning here we'll meet again. 
Othello, leave ſome officer behind, 
And he ſhall our commiſſion bring to you ; 
And ſuch things elſe of quality and reſpect 
As doth import you. 
Otb. Pleaſe your Grace, my Ancient; 
(A man he is of honeſty and truſt) 
To his conveyance J aſſign my wife, 
With what elſe needful your good Grace ſhall think 
To be ſent after me. 
Duke. Let it be ſo; . 
Good night to every one. And, noble Signior, 
If virtue no belighted beauty lack, 
Your ſon-in-law is far more fair than black. 
Sen. Adieu, brave Moor, uſe De/demona 1 
2. Fa 
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Bra. Look to her, Moor, if thou haſt eyes to ſee. 

She has deceiv'd her father, and may thee. 

| [Exit Duke, with Senators, 

Oth. My life upon her faith. Honeſt Jago, 

My De/demona muſt I leave to thee ; 

I pr'ythee, let thy wife attend on her; 

And bring her after in the beſt advantage. 

Come, Deſdemona, I have but an hour 

Of love, of worldly matter and direction 


To ſpeak with thee. We muſt obey the time. [Exeunt. 


SCENE X. 
Manent Rodorigo and Iago. 


Rod. Ingo. 

lago. What ſay'ſt thou, noble heart? 

—_ —_ will I ow, thinkeſt thou? 

ago. Why, go to bed, and ſleep. | 

Rod. I will Reonthendy 0 my ſelf. 

Iago. Well, if thou doſt, I ſhall never love thee after. 
Why, thou filly gentleman ! | . 

Rodl. It is ſillineſs to live, when to live is a torment; 
and then have we a preſcription to die, when death is 
out phyfcia n. pip | 

Iago. O villainous ! I have Iook'd upon the world 
for four times ſeven years, and ſince I could diſtinguiſh 
betwixt a benefit and an injury, I never found man 
that knew how to love himſelf. Exe I would ſay, I 
would drown my ſelf for the love of a Guincy-hen, I 
would change my humanity with a baboon. 

Rod. What ſhould I do? I confeſs, it is my ſhame 
to be ſo fond, but it is not in my virtue to amend it. 

lago. Virtue ? a fig: "tis in our ſelves that we are 
thus or thus. Our bodies are our gardens, to the 
which our wills are gardiners. So that if we will plant 
nettles, or ſow lettuce; ſet hyſſop, and weed up thyme ; 
ſupply it with one gender of herbs, or diſtract it with 
many; either have it ſteril with idleneſs, or manured 
with induſtry ; why, the power and corrigible authority 
of this lies in our will. If the balance of our lives 
had not one ſcale of reaſon to poife another of ſenſu- 
ality, the blood and baſeneſs of our natures would - A 
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duct us to moſt prepoſterous concluſions. But we have 
reaſon, to cool our raging motions, our carnal ſtings, 
our unbitted luſts ; whereof I take this, that you call 


love, to be a ſe, or ſyen. 
Rod. It cannot be. | 


Tage. It is meerly a luſt of the blood, and a per- 


miſſion of the will. Come, be a man: drown th 


ſelf ? drown cats and blind puppies. I have profeſt 
me thy friend, and I confeſs me knit to thy deſerving 
with cables of perdurable toughneſs. I could never 
better ſteed thee than now. Put money in thy purſe ; 
follow thou theſe wars; diſſeat thy favour with an 
uſurped beard ; I ſay, put money in thy purſe. It 
cannot be, that De/aemona ſhould long continue her 
love to the Moor—put money in thy purſe—nor he 
his to her. It was a violent commencement in her, 
and thou ſhalt ſee an anſwerable ſequeftration,—put ' 
but money in thy purſe. —Theſe Moors are changeable 
in their wills ;—fill thy purſe with money. The food, 
that to him now is as luſcious as loches, ſhall ſhortly 
be as bitter as coloquintida. When ſhe is ſated with 
his body, ſhe will find the errors of her choice.—She 
muſt have change, ſhe muſt : therefore put money in 
thy purſe. —If thou wilt needs damn thy ſelf, do it a 
more delicate way than drowning. Make all the money 
thou canſt, If ſanctimony and a frail vow, betwixt 

an errant Barbarian and a ſuper-ſubile Venctian, be 
not too hard for my wits, and all the tribe of hell, 
thou ſhalt enjoy her; therefore make money. A pox 
of drowning thy ſelf! it is clean out of the way. 
Seek thou rather to be hang'd in compaſſing thy joy, 
than to be drown'd and go without her. 


Rod. Wilt thou be faſt to my hopes, if I depend on 
the iſſue ? 

Iago. Thou art ſure of me—Go, make money. 
I have told thee often, and I re-tell:thee again and 
again, I hate the Moor, My cauſe is hearted ; thine 
hath no leſs reaſon. Let us be conjunctive in our re- 
venge againſt him. If thou canſt cuckold him, thou 
doſt thy ſelf a pleaſure, and me a ſport. There are 
niany events in the womb of time, which will be deli- 
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vered. Traverſe, go, provide thy money. We will 
have more of this to-morrow. Adieu. 
Nod. Where ſhall we meet i' th morning * 
Lago. At my lodging. 
Rod. I'Il be with thee betimes. 8 
Lago. Goto, farewel. Do you hear, Redorige , 
Nad. What ſay you? 
Jago. No more of nnn do you hear. 
Rod. lam chang'd ; I'll go fell all my land. [ Exit. 


SCENE XI. 


Manet Iago. 


tage. Go to, farewel, put money enough in your 


Thus do I ever make my fool my purſe; (purſe-- 
For | mine own gain'd knowledge ſhould profane, 
If I ſhould time expend with ſuch a ſnipe, 

But for my ſport and profit. I hate the Moor, 

And it is thought abroad, that 'twixt my ſheets 

He has done my office. I know not, if't be true— 

But I, for meer ſuſpicion in that kind, 

Will do, as if for ſurety. He holds me well—— 

The better ſhall my purpoſe work on him; | 

Caffio's a proper man: let me ſee now ;—— 

To get his hes, and to plume up my Will, 

A double knavery—How ? how ?——let's fee—— 

After ſome time, t' abuſe Othello's ear, 

That he is too familiar with his wife 

He hath a perſon, and a ſmooth diſpoſe, 

To be ſuſpected ; fram'd to make women falſe. 

'The Moor 1s of a free and open nature, 

That thinks men honeſt that but ſeem to be ſo; 

And will as tenderly be led by th' noſe, 

As aſſes are: 

I have't—it is ingendred Hell and Spite 

Muſt bring this monſtrous birth to the world's qo 
xit. 
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ACT IL SCENE l. 


The Capital of Cyyrvs. 


Enter Montano Governor. of Cyprus, and Gentlemen. 


Mont. _ from the cape can you diſcern at 
ea? 
1 Gent. Nothing at all, it is a high - wrought flood; 
I cannot 'twixt the heaven and the main 
Deſcry a ſail. - 
Mont. Methinks the wind hath ſpoke aloud at land; 
A fuller blaſt ne'er ſhook our battlements ; 
If it hath rufhan'd ſo upon the ſea, 
What ribs of oak, when mountains melt on them, 
Can hold the mortiſe ? what ſhall we hear of this? 
2 Gent. A ſegregation of the Turki/h fleet; 
For do but ſtand upon the foaming ſhore, 
The chiding billows ſeem to pelt the clouds ; 
The wind- ſhak'd ſurge, with high and monſtrous main, 
Seems to caſt water on the burning Bear, 
And quench the guards of th' ever- fired pole; 
I never did like moleſtation view 
On the enchafed flood. 
Mont. If that the Tarki/b fleet 
Be not inſhelter'd and embay'd, they're drown'd ; 
It is impoſſible to bear it out. 


SCEN-E II. 


Enter a third Gentleman. 

3 Gent. News, lords, our wars are done : 
The deſperate tempeſt hath ſo bang'd the Turks, 
That their deſignment halts. A noble ſhip of Venice 
Hath ſeen a grievous wreck and ſufferance 
On moſt part of the fleet. 

Mont. How! is this true? 

3 Gent. The ſhip is here put in, 

A Yeroneſſa ; Michael Caffio, 
Lieutenant of the warlike Moor Othello, 
Is come on ſhore ; the Moor himſelt's at ſea, 


And 
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And is in full commiſſion here for Cypruc. 


Mont. I'm glad on't ; tis a worthy Governor. N 2 | 
3 Gent. But this fame Calin, though he ſpeaks of ng 
comfort, Ene ; = q 
Touching the Turki/+ loſs, yet he looks ſadly, | 18 
And prays che Moor be ſafe; for they were parted : 
With foul and violent tempeſt. | 1 
Mont. Pray heav'ns he be: 
For I have ſerv'd him, and the man commands How 
Like a full ſoldier. Let's to the ſea- ſide, 4 Ge 
As well to ſee the veſſel that's come in, Ca 
As to throw out our eyes for brave Or Hello, E Tem 
Even till we make the main and th' aerial blue The 
> An indiſtin& regard. | | (Tra 
Gent, Come, let's do ſo; As h. 
For every minute is expectancy Thbei 
Of more arrivance. The 
| | M 
SCENE III. . C 
\ Enter Caſſio. 1 Left 
ca, Thanks t the valiant of this warlike ifle, | Whe 
That ſo approve the Moor: oh ! let the heav'ns A ſe 
Give him defence againſt the elements, And 
For I have loſt him on a dangerous ſea. | 'Tha 
Mant. Is he well ſhipp'd ? Mak 
Caſ. His bark is ſtoutly timber'd, and his pilot S Giv! 
Of very expert and approv'd allowance ; And 
Therefore my hopes, not ſurfeited to death, ] 


Stand in bold cure. 
Mitbin.] A ſail, a ſail, a fail! 


Caſ. What noiſe? | | En 
Gent. The town is empty; on the brow o'th' ſea [ O be 
Stand ranks of people, and they cry, a ſail. The 
Caſ. My hopes do ſhape him for the Governor. Vou 
Gent. They do diſcharge their ſhot of courteſie: 4 Hai 
Our friends, at leaſt, Re P | Hefe 
Caſ. I pray you, Sir, go forth, 1 | Envy 
And give us truth who 'tis that is arriv'd. j J 
1 Gent. I ſhall. heed” [ Exit, Wh 
Mont. But, good lieutenant, is your general wiv! d? C 

; Caf. Moſt — 5 he hath atchiev d a maid But 
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That paragons deſcription and wild fame : 
One that excels the quirks of blazoning pens, 
And in terreſtrial veſture of creation 

Does bear all excellency——— 


SCENE IV. 


Y Enter Gentleman. 


How now ? who has put in ? 

Gent. Tis one Iago, Ancient to the General. 

Caf. H'as had moſt favourable and happy ſpeed ; 
Tempeſts themſelves, high ſeas, and howling winds x 
The gutter'd rocks, and congregated ſands, 

(Traitors enſtcep'd to clog the guiltleſs keel; 
As having ſenſe of beauty, do omit 
Their mortal natures, letting ſafe go by 
The divine De/aemona. 
Mont. What is ſhe ? | 
Ca/. She that I ſpake of, our great Captain's 
Captain, 
Left in the conduct of the bold {ago 3 
Whole footing here anticipates our thoughts, 
A ſe'nnight's ſpeed. Great. Fowe, Othella gu ard! 
And ſwell his fail with thine own powerful breath, 
'That he may bleſs this bay with his tall ſhip, 
Make love's quick pants in De/demona's arms 


| Give renew'd fire to our extinguiſli'd ſpirits, 


And bring all Cyprus comfort 


SCENE V. 
Enter Deſdemona, Iago, Rodorigo, ard. Emilia. 


O behold ! | 
'The riches of the ſhip is come on ſhore : 
You men of Cyprus, let her have your knees. 
Hail to thee, lady] and the grace of heav'n, 
Before, behind thee, and on every hand 
Enwheel thee round. | 
Def. I thank you, valiant Ca 
What tidings can you tell me of my lord ? 
Caſe He is not yet arriv'd, nor know I aught 
But that he's well, and wy be ſhortly here. 


Def 
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De. O, but I fear—how loſt you company? 

Caſ. The great contention of the ſea and ſkies 
Parted our fellowſhip. But hark, a ail ! 

Within.) A fail, a ſail! 

Gent. They give this greeting to the Citadel ; 
This likewiſe is a friend. 

Caſ. See for the news: 

Good Ancient, you are welcome. Welcome, miſtreſs ; 
| [To Emilia. 

Let it not gall your patience, good Jago, 

That I extend my manners. Tis my breeding, 

That gives me this bold ſhew of courteſie. 

Iago. Sir, would ſhe give you ſo much of her lips, 
As of her tongue ſhe oft beſtows on me, | 
You'd have enough. 

Def. Alas ! ſhe has no ſpeech, 

Tago. In faith, too much ; 

J find it ſtill, when I have liſt to ſleep 
Marry, before your ladyſhip, I grant, 
She puts her tongue a little in her heart, 
And chides with thinking. 

Emil. You have little cauſe to ſay ſo. 

Tago. Come on, come on; you're pictures out of doors, 
Bells in your parlours, wild-cats in your kitchens, 
Saints in your injuries, devils being offended, 

Players 19 your houſewifery, and 3 in your 


Deſ. O, fie upon thee, ſlanderer ? 
Tago. Nay, it is true, or elſe I am a Tur; 
You riſe to play, and go to bed to work. 
Emil. You ſhall not write my praiſe. 
Iago. No, let me not. | X 
Def. What would'ſt thou write of me, if thou 
ſimould'ſt praiſe me? 
Jago. O gentle lady, do not put me to't, 
For I am nothing, if not critical. 
De/. Come, one aſſay. There's one gone to the 
harbour. | | 


Tago. Ay, Madam. 

Def. T am not merry ; but I do beguile 
The thing I am, by ſeeming otherwiſe j—=—— 
Come, how would' thou praiſe me? 
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Iago. Tam about it; but, indeed, my invention 


comes from my pate, as birdlime does from freeze, 


it plucks out brains and all. But my muſe labours, 
and thus ſhe is delivered. 


If ſhe be fair and wiſe, fairneſs and wit, 
The one's for uſe, the other uſeth it. 


Def. Well prais'd ; how if ſhe be black and witty ? 


Tago. If ſhe be black, and thereto have a wit, 
She'll find a white that ſhall her blackneſs fit. 

Def. Worſe and worſe. 

nil. How, if fair and fooliſh ? 


Iago. She never yet Was fool; , that was fair ; 
For &en her folly helpt her to an Heir. 


Def. Theſe are old fond paradoxes, to make fools 


laugh i' th' alehouſe. What miſerable praiſe haſt thou 
for her that's foul and fooliſh ? 


Iago. There's none ſo foul and fooliſh thercunto, 
But does foul pranks, <vhich fair and wiſe ones do. 


Def. Oh heavy ignorance ! thou praiſeſt the worſt 
beſt. But what praiſe couldſt thou beſtow on a de- 
ſerving woman indeed ? one that, in the authority of 


her merit, did juſtly put on the vouch of very malice 
itſelf ? 


Iago. She that was ever fair, and newer proud, 
Had tongue at arill, and yet was never loud; 
Newer lackt gold, and yet went never gay, 
Fled from her wiſh, and yet ſaid, now 1 may ; 
She that when anger'd, her revenge being 

nigh, | 
Bad her wrong ſtay, and her diſpleaſure fiy ; 
She that in wiſdom never was ſo frail 
To change the cod's head for the ſalmon's tail; 
She that could think, and nder diſcloſe her mind, 
See ſuitors following, and not lock behind ; 
be was a wight, (if ever ſuch wight avere 
Def. To do what? Y 


Iago. To ſuchle fools, and chronicle ſmall beer. yy <4 
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De/. O moſt lame and impotent concluſion ! do not 
learn of him, Amilia, tho' he be thy huſband. How 
ſay you, Cafſio, is he not a moſt profane and liberal 
counſellor ? 

Caf. He ſpeaks home, Madam; you may reliſh 
him more in the ſoldier, than in the ſcholar. 

lago. [ Afide.) He takes her by the palm; ay, well 
ſaid—whiſper — With as little a web as this, will I 
enſnare as great a fly as Caſio. Ay, ſmile upon her, 
do— I will gyve thee in thine own courtſhip. You 
ſay true, tis ſo, indeed. If ſuch tricks as theſe ſtrip 
you out of your lieutenancy, it had been better you 
had not kiſs'd your three fingers ſo oft, which now 
again you are molt apt to play the Sir in. Very good 

well kiſs'd, and excellent courteſie tis ſo, in- 
deed. Vet again your fingers to your lips? 
would, they were cliſter- pipes for your ſake. ¶ Trumpet. 
The Moor, I know his trumpet. 

Caf. Tis truly ſo. 

Def. Let's meet him, and receive him. 

Caf. Lo, where he comes! 


SCENE VI. 


Enter Othello and Attendants. 


Oth. Oh my fair warrior! 
Deſ. My dear Othello 
Oh. It gives me wonder, great as my content, 
To ſee you here before me. O my ſoul's joy 
If after every tempeſt come ſuch calms, 
May the winds blow till they have waken'd death: 
And let the labouring bark climb hills of ſeas 
Olympus high; and duck again as low 
As hell's from heav'n ! If I were now to die, 
"Twere now to be moſt happy; for, I tear, 
My ſoul hath her content ſo abſolute, 
That not another comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown fate. 
De. The heav'ns forbid, 2 
But that our loves and comforts ſhould encreaſe, 
Ev'n as our days do grow! Pad ad 
Ot. Amen, to that ſweet Prayer! 


; 
; 
; 
' 


o ! 1 * . 
- rw ao 4 ont „„ 


PPP N 
We n 


FT ͤ K 


"ii +25 N64; 


— . 


r 


Mocr of VENICE, 29 
J cannot ſpeak enough of this content, 
It ſtops me here: it is too much of joy, 
And this, and this, the greateſt diſcords be | 
. Ming ber. | 
That e' er our hearts ſhall make 
Iago. Oh, you are well-tun'd now; but I'Il let down 1 
the pegs that make this muſick, as honeſt as I am. | 


[ Aide. 
O:h. Come, let's to the caſtle. 
Now, friends, our wars are done; the Turi, are 
drown'd. 

How do our old acquaintance of this iſle ? 
Honey, you ſhall be well defir'd in Cyprus, 
I've found great love amongſt them. Oh my Sweet, 
I prattle out of faſhion, and I dote 
In mine own comfort. Pr'ythee, good [age, 
Go to the bay, and diſembark my cofters : 
Bring thou the maſter to the citadel, 
He is a good one, and his worthineſs 
Does challenge much reſpect. Come, D:/d: mona, 
Once more well met at Cyprus. 

[Excunt Othello and Deſdemona, 


SCENE VII. 


Manent Tago and Rodorigo. 

Iage. Do you meet me preſently at the harbour. 
Come thither, if thou be'ſt valiant ; (as, they ſay, baſe 
men, being in love, have then a nobility in their na- 
tures, more than 1s native to them) lift me; the 
lieutenant to-night watches on the Court of Guard. 
Firſt, I muſt tell thee this, Deſdemona is directly in love 
with him. 

Rod. With him? why, tis not poſlible ? 

ago. Lay thy fingers thus; and let thy foul be in- 
ſtructed. Mark me with what violence ihe firſt lov'd 
the Moor, but for bragging, and telling her ſan- 
taſtical lies. And will ſhe love him ſtill for prating ? 
let not thy diſcreet heart think it. Her eye muſt be 
fed. And what delight ſhall the have to look on the 
Devil? when the blood is made dull with the act 
of ſport, there ſhould be again to inflame it, and to 
0 B 3 give 
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give Satiety a freſh appetite, lovelineſs in favour, ſym- 

thy in years, manners, and beauties; all which the 
[and is defective in. Now, for want of theſe re- 
quir'd conveniencies, her delicate tenderneſs will find 
itſelf abus'd, begin to heave the gorge, diſreliſh and 
abhor the Moor; very nature will inſtruct her in it, 
and compel her to ſome ſecond choice, Now, Sir, 
this granted, (as it is a moſt pregnant and unfore'd 
poſition) who ſtands ſo eminent in the degree of this 
fortune, as Caſſio does? a knave very voluble; no 
further conſcionable, than in putting on the meer 
form of civil and humane Seeming, for the better 
compaſſing of his ſalt and moſt hidden looſe affection; 
a ſlippery and ſubtle knave, a finder of occaſions, that 
has an eye can ſtamp and counterfeit advantages, tho 
true advantage never preſent itſelf. A deviliſh knave ! 
beſides, the knave is handſome, young, and hath all 
thoſe requifites in him, that folly and green minds look 
after. A peſtilent compleat knave ! and the woman 
hath found him already. 

Rod. I cannot believe that of her, ſhe's full of moſt 
bleſs'd condition. 

Iago. Bleſs'd figs' end ! the wine ſhe drinks is made 
of grapes. If ſhe had been bleſs'd, ſhe would never 
have lov'd the Moor: Bleſs'd pudding! didit thou not 
ſee her paddle with the palm of his hand? didſt not 
mark that ? 

Rod. Yes, that I did; but that was but courteſie. 

lage. Letchery, by this hand; an index, and ob- 
ſcare prologue to the hiſtory of luſt, and foul thoughts. 
They met fo near with their lips, that their breaths 
embrac'd together. Villainous thoughts, Nodorigo ! 
when theſe mutualities ſo marſhal the way, hand at 
hand comes the maſter and main exerciſe, the incor- 
porate concluſion : piſh But, Sir, be you rul'd by 
me. I have brought you from Venice. Watch you 
to-night; for the command, I'll lay't upon you. 
Caſſio knows you not: I'll not be far from you. Do 
you find ſome occaſion to anger Caſſio, either by 
ſpeaking too loud, or tainting his diſcipline, or from 
what other courſe you 7 which the time ſhall 
more favourably miniſter, : 4 
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Red. Well. 


Ingo. Sir, he's raſh, and very ſudden in choler: and, 
happily, may ſtrike at you. Provoke him, that he 
may; for even out of that will I cauſe thoſe of Cyprus 
to mutiny : whoſe qualification ſhall come into no true 
taſte again, but by diſplanting of Ca/io. So ſhall you 
have a ſhorter journey to your defires, by the means I 
ſhall then have to prefer them: And the impediments 
moſt profitably removed, without which there was no 
expectation of our proſperity. 

Rod. I will do this, if you can bring it to any op- 
portunity. 

Iage. I warrant thee. Meet me by and by at the 


citadel. I muſt fetch his neceſſaries aſhore. Farewel. 
Rod. Adieu. [ Exit. 


SCENE VIII. 


Manet Tago. 
lago. That Caffgo loves her, I do well believe: 
That ſhe loves him, *tisapt, and of great credit. 
The Moor, howbeit that I endure him not, 


Is of a conſtant, * noble nature; 


And, I dare think, he'll prove to De/demona 

A moſt dear huſband. ow I love her too, 

Not out of abſolute luſt, (though, peradventure, 
I ſtand accountant for as great a fin ;) 

But partly led to diet my revenge, 

For that I do ſuſpe&, the luſty Moor 

Hath leapt into my ſeat. The thought whereof 
Doth, like a poiſonous mineral, gnaw my inwards, 
And nothing can, or ſhall, content my ſoul, 

Till I am even'd with him, wife for wife: 

Or failing ſo, yet that I put the Moor 


At laſt into a jealouſie ſo ſtrong, 


That judgment cannot cure. Which wr) by do, 
Tf this poor brach of Venice, whom I cheri 


For his quick hunting, ſtand the putting on, 

I' have our Michael Caſſio on the hip, 

Abuſe him to the Moor in the rank garb ; 

(For I fear Caſſio with my night-cap too,) 

Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward me, 
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For making him egregiouſly an aſs; 

And ractiing upon his peace and quiet, 

Even to madneſs. Tis here but yet confus'd ; 
Knav'ry's plain face is never ſeen, till us d. [Extit. 


SCENE IX. 
TheSTREET. 


Enter Herald with a Proclamation. 


Her. It is Othello's pleaſure, our noble and valiant 
General, that upon certain tidings now arriv'd, im- 
porting the meer perdition of the Tzr4:/+ fleet, every 
man put himſelf into triumph: ſome to dance, ſome to 
make bonfires, each man to what ſport and revels his 
mind leads him. For, beſides this beneficial news, 
it is the celebration of his nuptials. So much was 
his pleaſure, ſhould be proclaimed. All offices are 
open, and there is full liberty of feaſting, from this 
preſent hour of five, till the bell have told eleven. 
Bleſs the iſle of Cyprus, and our noble General O- 
thello! © ; 

Enter Othello, Deſdemona, Caſſio, and Attendants. 

Oth. Good Michael, look you to the guard to-night, 
Let's teach our. ſelves that honourable ſtop, 

Not to out-ſport diſcretion. 

Caf. Ingo hath direction what to do: 
But, notwithſtanding, with my perſonal eye 
Will Ilock to't. 

Oth, Iago is moſt honeſt: 

Michael, good-night. To-morrow, with your earlieſt, 

Let me have ſpeech with you. Come, my dear love 

The purchaſe made, the fruits are to enſue a 

That profit's yet to come 'tween me and you, 

Good-night. [ Exeunt Othello aud Deſdemona. 
8 Enter Iago. 

Caf. Welcome, lago; we muſt to the Watch. 

lago. Not this hour, lieutenant ; *tis not yet ten 
o'th' clock. Our General caſt us thus early for the 


love of his Deſaemona: whom let us not therefore 


- blame; he hath not yet made wanton the night with 
ber: and ſhe is ſport for Jove. | 
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Caſ. She's a moſt exquiſite lady. 

Lago. And, I'll warrant her, full of game. | 

Caf. Indeed, ſhe's a moſt freſh and delicate creature. 

Tago. What an eye ſhe has! methinks, it ſounds a 
parley to provocation. 

p bu An inviting eye; and yet, methinks, right mo- 
Iago. And when fhe ſpeaks, is it not an alarum to 
ove ? 

. Caf. She is, indeed, perfection. 

Iago. Well, happineſs to their ſheets : come, lieute- 
nant, I have a ſtoop of wine, and here without are a 
brace of Cyprus gallants, that would fain have a meaſure 
to the health of the black Ort hello. 

Caf. Not to-night, good Jago; I have very poor 
and unhappy brains for drinking. I could well wiſh, 
courteſie would invent ſome other cuitom of entertain- 
ment. 

Iago. Oh, they are our friends; but one cup: I'll 
drink for you. | 

Caf. I have drunk but one cup to-night, and that 


was craftily qualified too: and, behold, what innova- 


tion it makes here. I am unfortunate in the infirmity, 
and dare not taſk my weakneſs with any more. 
Iago, What, man? ttis a night of revels, the gal- 
lants defire it. 
Caſ. What are they ? 
lago. Here at the door; I pray you, call them in, 
Caf. I'll do't, but it diſlikes me. (Exit Caſſio. 
Iago. If I can faſten but one cup upon him, 
With that which he hath drunk to-night already, 
He'll be as full of quarrel and offence, 
As my young miltreſs' dog. 
Now, my ſick fool, Redorigeo, 
Whom love hath turn'd almoſt the wrong ſide out, 
To D:/a:mmna hath to-night carouz'd | 
Potations pottle deep ; and he's to watch. 
Three lads of Cyprus, noble ſwelling ſpirits, 
(That hold their honours in a wary diſtance, 
The very elements of this warlike iſle,) 
Have I to-night fluſter'd with flowing cups, 
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And they watch too. Now mongſt this flock of 
drunkards, | 

Am I to put our Cao in ſome action 

That may offend the iſle. But here they come. 

If conſequence do but approve my Deem, 


My boat ſails freely, both with wind and fiream, 
SCENE X, 


Enter Caſio, Montano, and Gentlemen. 
Caf. Fore heav'n, they have given me a rouſe al- 
ready. 
Mont. Good faith, a little one: not paſt a pint, as 
Jam a ſoldier. 
lago. Some wine, ho! 


And let me the canakin clink, clink, 
And let me the canakin clink. 
A ſoldier's a man ; oh, man's life's but a ſpan ; 
Mx, then let a ſoldier drink. 
Some wine, boys. 

Caſ. Fore heav'n, an excellent ſong. 

Jago. I learn'd it in England: where, indeed, they 
are moſt potent in potting. Vour Dane, your German, 
and your ſwag-belly'd Hollander, Drink, ho! — 
are nothing to your Engliſb. | 

Caf. Is your Eng/i/>man ſo exquiſite in his drinking? 

lago. Why, he drinks yod with facility your Dane 
dead drunk. He ſweats not to overthrow your 4/mair. 
He * your Hollander a vomit, ere the next pottle 
e fill'd. : 

Caf. To the health of our General. 


[Iago inge. 


Ment. I am for it, lieutenant, and I'll do you juſtice, 


lago. Oh ſweet England. 


King Stephen was an @ worthy peer, 
His breeches coft him but a crown ; 

He held them fix pence all to dear, 
With that he call'd the tailor lown. 


* He was a wight of high renown, 
And thou art but of low degree: 
"Tis pride that pulls the country down, 
Then take thine auld cloak about thee, 
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Some wine, ho ! by 
Caf. Why, this is a more exquiſite ſong than the 

other. 

Iago. Will you hear't again? 

Caſ. No, for I hold him to be unworthy of his 


place that does thoſe things. Well Heaven's 

above all ; and there be ſouls that muſt be ſaved, 

and there be ſouls muſt not be ſaved. | 
lago. It's true, good lieutenant. 

Caf. For mine own part, (no offence to the Gene- 
ral, nor any man of quality ;) I hope to be ſaved, 

Iago. And fo do I too, lieutenant. 

Caf. Ay, but, by your leave, not before me. 
The Lieutenant is to be ſaved before the Ancient. 
Let's have no more of this ; let's to our affairs. For- 
give our fins——— gentlemen, let's look to our bu- 
ſineſs. Do not think, gentlemen, I am drunk: this 
is my Ancient ; this is my right-hand, and this is 
my left. Iam not drunk now; I can ſtand well e- 
nough, and I ſpeak well enough. 

Gent. Excellent well. 

Caſ. Why, very well then: you muſt not think 
then that Iam drunk. [Exit, 


SCENE KI. 


Manent Tago and Montano. 
Mont. To the platform, maſters ; come, let's ſet 
the Watch, | 
Iago. You ſee this fellow, that is gone before; 
He is a ſoldier, fit to ſtand by Cz/ar, | 
And give direction. And do but ſee his vice; 
"F'is to his virtues a juſt equinox, 
The one as long as th' other. Tis pity of him; 
I fear, the Truſt Othello puts in him, 
On ſome odd time of his infirmity, 
Will ſhake this iſland. 
Mont. But is he often thus? 
Iago. Tis evermore the prologue to his ſleep. 
He'll watch the horologue a double ſet, 5 
If drink rock not his cradle, 
| ont, 


Mont. It were well, | 
The General were put in mind of it: 
Perhaps, he ſees it not ; or his good nature 
Prizes the virtue that appears in C2/7o, 
And looks not on his evils : is not this true ? 
1 113 Enter Rodorigo. 
Igo. How now, Rodbrigo ! 
I pray you, after the lieutenant, go. [Exit Rod. 
Mont. And 'tis great pity, that the noble Moor 
Should - hazard ſuch a place as his own Second, 
With one of an ingraft infirmity ; 
It were an honeſt action to ſay fo 
Unto the Moor. 25 
Iago. Not I, for this fair iſland ; 
I 3 Caſſio well, and would do much 
- To cure him of this evil. Hark, what noiſe ? 
| [W1ithin, help! help! 
Re-enter Caſſio, purſuing Rodorigo. 
Caſ. You rogue ! you raſcal !_ 
Mont. What's the matter, lieutenant ? 
Zaſ. A knave teach me my duty! I'll beat the knave 
into a twiggen bottle. | 
Rod. Beat me 
Caſ. Doſt thou prate, rogue? | 
Mont. Nay, good lieutenant; [Staying him. 
I pray you, Sir, hold your hand. 
Caf. Let me go, Sir, or I'll knock you o'er the 
| mazzard, 
Mont. Come, come, you're drunk. 
Caſ. Drunk | "FREY = [They fight. 
Lago. Away, I ſay, go out and cry a mutiny. 

: yt. "(Exit Rodorigo. 
Nay, good lieutenant— Alas, gentlemen 
Help, ho! Lieutenant Sir Montano 
Help, maſters! here's a goodly watch, indeed 
Who's that, who rings the bell diablo, ho ! 

[ Bell rings, 


The town will riſe. Fie, fie, lieutenant ! hold: 
You will be ſham'd for ever, 
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SCENE XII. 


Enter Othello, and Attendants. 


Oth. What is the matter here? 
Mont. I bleed till, I am hurt, but not to th' death. 
Oth. Hold, for your lives, 
Iago. Hold, ho! lieutenant —Sir —Montano 
Gentlemen 
Have you forgot all ſenſe of place and duty ? 
The General ſpeaks to you—hold, hold, for ſhame.— 
Oth. Why, how now, ho? from whence ariſeth this? 
Are we turn'd Turks? and to our ſelves do That, 
Which heaven hath forbid the Offortites? 
For chriſtian ſhame, put by this barbarous brawl ; 
He, that ſtirs next to carve for his own rage, 
Holds his foul light; he dies upon his motion, 
Silence that dreadful bell; it frights the iſle 
From her propriety. What is the matter? 
Honeft Jago, that looks dead with grieving, 
Speak, who began this ? on ws love, I charge thee. 
Lago. I do not know; friends all, but now, even 
now, | 
In quarter, and in terms like bride and groom 
Diveſting them for bed; and then, but now 
(As if ſome planet had unwitted men,) 
Swords out, and tilting one at other's breaſts, 
In oppoſition bloody. I can't ſpeak 
Any beginning to this peeviſh odde, 
And would, in action glorious I had loft 
Thoſe legs that brought me to a part of it ! 
Oth. How comes it, Michael, you are thus forgot? 
Caf. I pray you, pardon me, I cannot ſpeak. 
Oth, Worthy Montane, you were wont be civil: 
The gravity and ſtillneſs of your youth 
The world hath noted ; and your name is great 
In mouths of wiſeſt cenſure. What's the matter, 
That you unlace your reputation thus, 
And ſpend your rich opinion, for the name 
Of a night-brawler? give me anſwer to it. 
Mont. Worthy Othello, Iam hurt to danger; 
Your officer, ago, can inform you, 
| While 
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While I ſpare ſpeech, which ſomething now offends me, 


Of all that I do know ; nor know I aught 
By me that's ſaid or done amis this night, 
Unleſs ſelf-charity be ſometimes a vice, 
And to defend our ſelves it be a fin, 
When violence aſſails us. 

Otb. Now, by heav'n, 
My blood begins my ſafer guides to rule; 
And paſſion, having my beſt judgment choler'd, 
Aſſays to lead the way. If I once ſtir, 
Or do but lift this arm, the beſt of you 
Shall fink in my rebuke. Give me to know 
How this foul rout began; who ſet it on; 
And he, that is approv'd in this offence, 
Tho' he had twinn'd with me both at a birth, 
Shall loſe me. What, in a town of war, 
Yet wild, the people's hearts brim-full of fear, 
To manage private and domeſtick quarrel ? 
In night, and on the Court and Guard of ſafety ; 
*T'is monſtrous. Say, Ingo, who began't ? 

Mont. If partially afan'd, or leagu'd in office, 

Thou doſt deliver more or leſs than truth, 
Thou art no ſoldier. 

Lago. Toach me not ſo near: 


I gd rather have this tongue cut from my mouth, 


Than it ſhould do offence to Michael Cao: 
Yet I perſuade my ſelf, to ſpeak the truth, 

Shall nothing wrong him. Thus 'tis, General- 
Montano and my ſelf being in ſpeech, 

There comes a fellow crying out for help, 

And Caſiis following with determin'd ſword, 

To execute upon him. Sir, this Gentleman 
Steps in to Caſſio, and intreats his pauſe; 

My felf the crying fellow did purſue, 

Leſt by his clamour (as it ſo fell out) 


The town might fall in fright. He, ſwift of foot, 


Out-ran my purpoſe : I return'd, the rather 

For that I heard the clink and fall of ſwords, , 
And Caſſio high in oath ; which till to-night 

I ne'er might ſay before. When I came back, 
(For this was brief) I found them cloſe together, 
At blow and thruſt ; even as again they were, 
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When you your ſelf did part them. 

More of this matter cannot I report. 

But men are men; the beſt ſometimes forget; 
Tho' Caffio did ſome little wrong to him, 

As men in rage ſtrike thoſe that wiſh them beſt, 
Yet, ſurely, Ca//io, I believe, receiv'd 

From him, that fled, ſome ftrange indignity, 
Which. patience could not paſs. 

Oth. I know, Lago, 

2 honeſty and love doth mince this matter, 

Making it light to Ci. Caſſio, I love thee, 

But never more be officer of mine. 
Enter Deſdemona attended. 

Look, if my gentle love be not rais'd up : 

I'll make thee an example. 

Def. What's the matter ? 

Oth. All is well, Sweeting, come, away to bed. 
Sir, for your hurts, my ſelf will be your ſurgeon. 
Lead him off. 

Iage, look with care about the town, 

And ſilence thoſe whom this vile brawl diſtracted. 
Come, Deſaemona, tis the ſoldier's life, | 
To have their balmy ſlambers wak'd with ſtrife. 


[Excunt, 


SCENE XIII. 
Manent lago and Caſſio. 


Iago. What, are you hurt, heutenant ? 

Caf. Paſt all Surgery. 

Lago.. Marry, heav'n forbid ! 

Caf. Reputation, reputation, reputation! oh I have 
loſt my reputation ! I have loſt the immortal part of 
my ſelf, and what remains is beſtial. My reputation 
lago, my reputation | 

Lago. As I am an honeſt man, I had thought, you 
had received ſome bodily wound; there is more ſenſe 
in That than in Reputation. Reputation is an idle, 
and moft falſe, impoſition ; oft got without merit, and 
loſt without deſerving. You have loſt no reputation 
at all, unleſs you repute your ſelf ſuch a loſer. What, 
man,—there are ways to recover the General _ 

: Ou 
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You are but now caſt in his mood, a puniſhment more 
in policy than in malice ; even ſo as one would beat 
his offenceleſs dog, to affright an imperious lion. Sue 
to him again, and he's yours. | 

Caf. 1 will rather fue to be deſpis d, than to deceive 
ſo good a commander, with ©: ſlich+, ſo drunken, and 
ſo indiſcreet, an officer. Drunk? and ſpeak Parrot ? 
and ſquabble? ſwagger ? ſwear ? and diſcourſe fuſtian 
with one's own ſhadow? oh thou inviſible ſpirit of 
wine ! if thou haſt no name to be known by, let us 
call thee devil. | 

Jago. What was he that you follow'd with your 
ſword ? what had he done to you 

Ca/. I know not. | 

Ingo. Is't poſſible ? 

Caf. I remember a maſs of things, but nothing di- 
ſtinctly: a quarrel, but nothing wherefore. Oh, that 
men ſhould put an enemy. in their mouths, to ſteal a- 
way their brains! that we ſhould with joy, pleaſance, 
revel, and applauſe, transform our ſelves into beaſts. 

Iago. Why, but you are now well enough: how 
came you thus recover'd ? | 

Caſ. It has pleas'd the devil, drunkenneſs, to give 
place to the devil, wrath ; one unperfectneſs ſhews me 
another, to make me frankly deſpiſe my elf. 

Igo. Come, you are too ſevere a moraler. As 
the time, the place, and the condition of this coun- 
try ſtands, I could heartily wiſh this had not befallen: 
bat ſince it is as it is, mend it for your own good. 

Caſ. I will aſk him for my Place again; he ſhall tel! 
me, I am a drunkard /— had I as many mouths 
as Hydra, ſuch an anſwer would ſtop them all. To 
be now a ſenſible man, by and by a fool, and preſent- 
ly a beaſt ! Every inordinate cup is unbleſs'd, 
and the ingredient is a devil. | | 

lago. Come, come, good wine is a good familiar 
creature, if it be well us d: exclaim no more againſt it. 


And, good lieutenant, I think, you think, I love you. 
Ca/. I have well approv'd it, Sir. I drunk! 
Iago. You, or any man living, may be drunk at 


ſome time, man, I tell you what you ſhall do: our 
| General's 
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General's wife is now the General. I may ſay ſo, in | 
this reſpect, for that he hath devoted and given up 1 
himſelf to the contemplation, mark and denotement | 
of her parts and graces. Confeſs your ſelf freely to 
her : importune her help, to put you in your Place 
again. She is of ſo free, ſo kind, ſo apt, ſo bleſſed a 
diſpoſition, ſhe holds it a vice in her goodneſs not to 
do more than ſhe is requeſted. This broken joint, 
between you and her huſband, intreat her to ſplinter. 
And, my fortunes againſt any lay worth naming, this 
crack of your love ſhall grow ſtronger than it was before. 

Caſ. You adviſe me well. 

lago. I proteſt, in the ſincerity of love, and honeft 
kindneſs. 

Caſ. I think it freely; and betimes in the morning 
I will heſee h the virtuous Deſdemona to undertake for 
me: I am deſperate of my fortunes, if they check me 
here. 

lago. You are in the right: good night, lieutenant, 
I muſt to the Watch. OY FOTO | 

Caſ. Good night, honeſt Jago. (Exit Caſſio. 


* 
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SCENE XIV. 
Manet Iago. 


Iago. And what's he then, that ſays, I play the vil- 
When this advice is free I give, and honeſt, (lain? 
Likely to thinking, and, indeed, the courſe | 
To win the Moor again. For 'tis moſt eaſie 
TY inclining De/demona to ſubdue 
In any. honeſt ſuit; ſhe's fram'd as fruitful 
As the free elements. And then for her 


To. win the Moor, were't to renounce his baptiſm, 
All ſeals and ſymbols of redeemed fin, 


His ſoul is ſo enfetter'd to her love, | 

That ſhe may make, unmake, do what ſhe liſt, 
Even as her appetite ſhall play the God 

With his weak function. AmlT then a villain, 
To counſel Cay7o to this parallel courſe, 
Directly to his Good? Divinity of Hell! 


When Devils will their blackeſt ſins put on, 


They do ſuggeſt at firſt with heav'nly Shews, 


As 
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As I do now. For while this honeſt fool 
Pl:es Deſdemona to repair his fortune, 

And ſhe for him pleads ftrongly to the Moor, 
IIl pour this peſtilence into his ear, 

That ſhe repeals him for her body's luſt : 

And by how much the ſtrives to do him good, 
She ſhall undo her credit with the Moor. 

So will I turn her virtue into Pitch; ; 
And out of her own goodneſs make the net, 
That ſhall enmeſh them all. How now, Redorigo / 


SCENE XV. 


Enter Rodorigo. 

Rog. I do follow here in the chace, not like a hound 
that hunts, but one that fills up the cry. . My money 
is almoſt ſpent : I have been to-night exceedingly well 
cudgelled ; and, I think, the iſſue will be, I ſhall 
have ſo much experience for my pains ; and ſo with no 
money at all, and a little more wit, return again to 
Fenice. | 

Iago. How are they, that have not patience ? 
What wound did ever heal but by degrees ? 

Thou know'ſt, we work by wit, and not by witchcraft; 
And wit depends on dilatory time: 

Does't not go well? Caffo hath beaten thee, 

And thou by that ſmall hurt haſt caſhier'd Cao. 

"Tho? other things grow fair againſt the Sun, 

Yet fruits, that bloſſom firſt, will firſt be ripe : 
Content thy ſelf a-while. In troth, tis morning: 
Pleaſure and action make the hours ſeem ſhort. 

Retire thee ; go where thou art billetted : 

Away, I ſay ; thou ſhalt know more hereafter : 

Nay, get thee gone. [Exit Rodorigo. 
Two things are to be done ; 

My Wife muſt move for C/o to her miſtreſs: 

I' ſet her on | 

My ſelf, the while, to draw the Moor apart, 

And bring him jump, when he may Caſſio find 


. Solliciting his Wife, —ay, that's the way: 


Dull not, Device, by coldneſs and delay. [ Exit, 
ACT 
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ACT III. S CE NAI. 
Before O THELL O's Palace. 


Enter Caſſio, with Muſicians. | 
Caffro. ASTERS, play here, I will content 


your pains, 
Something brief; and bid, good morrow, Ge- 
neral. 
Mu ſicł plays; and enter Clown from the houſe. 
Clown, Why, maſters, have your inſtruments been 
in Naples, that they ſpeak i' th' noſe thus ? | 
Mu. How, Sir, how ? 
Clown. Are theſe, I pray you, wind-inſtruments ? 
Muſ. Ay, marry, are they, Sir. 
Clown. Oh, thereby hangs a tail. 
Muf. Whereby hangs a tale, Sir? 
Clown. Marry, Sir, 55 many a wind - inſtrument that 
I know. But, Maſters, here's money for you: and 
the General ſo likes your Muſick, that he defires you 
for love's ſake to make no more noiſe with it. 
Muf. Well, Sir, we will not. 


Clown. If you have any mufick that may not be 


heard, to't again: But, as they ſay, to hear muſick, 
the General does not greatly care. 


Muſ. We have none ſuch, Sir. | 
Clown, Then put up your pipes in your bag, and 
hye away. Go, vaniſh into air, away. 
| [Exeunt Muſicians, 
Ca/. Doſt thou hear, mine honeſt friend? 
Clown, No, I hear not your honeft friend; I hear 
ou. 
: Caf. Pr'ythee, keep up thy quillets, there's a poor 
piece of gold for thee : if the gentlewoman, that at- 
tends the General's wife, be ſtirring, tell her, there's 
one Caſſio entreats of her a little favour of ſpeech. 
Wilt thou do this ? 
Clown. She is ſtirring, Sir; if ſhe will ſtir hither, I 
ſhall ſeem to notifie unto her. [Exit Clown. 
Caf. Do, my good friend, + 


To. 
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To him, enter Iago. 
In happy time, Jago. | 
Lago. You have not been a-bed then? 
Caf. Why, no; the day had broke, before we parted. 
I have made bold to ſend in to your wife 
My ſuit is, that ſhe will to De/demona 
Procure me ſome acceſs. | 
{ogo. T'll ſend her preſently ; 
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And I'll deviſe a mean to draw the Moor : D. 
Out of the way, that your converſe and buſineſs Allr 
May be more free. [Exit, A 
Caf. I humbly thank you for't. I never knew | As if 

A Flirentine more kind and honeſt. | D 
To him, enter Æmilia. But 

/Emil. Good morrow, good lieutenant, I am ſorry As f 
For your diſpleaſure; but all will, ſure, be well. FF 7 
The General and his wife are talking of it: ' Wh: 
And ſhe ſpeaks for you ſtoutly. 'The Moor replies, | He's 
That he, you hurt, is of great fame in Cyprus, _ | D 
- And great affinity ; and that in wiſdom (on; | You 
He might not but refuſe you. But he proteſts, he loves 1 He 
: — needs no other ſuitor, but his likings, | Theo 
o bring you in again. | | ; C 
Caf. U et I belecch you, 5 1 
If you think fit, or that it may be done, or 
Give me advantage of ſome brief diſcourſe 0 
With Deſaemona alone. | 6 "FI 
Amil. Pray you, come in; i 8 My 

I will beſtow you where you ſhall have time 1 
To ſpeak your boſom freely. - I' 
Ca/. Tm much bound to you. [Excunt, 1 

| 5 
SCENE II. 8 I IN 

Hi. 

Enter Othello, Iago, and Gentlemen. wy 

Oth. Theſe letters give, ago, to the pilot, | 001] 
And by him do my duties to the Senate; F- 
'That done, I will be walking on the Works: T7 


Repair there to art 
lago. My good lord, I'll do't. Bp } 
Oh. This fortification, gentlemen, ſhall we ſee t. 
Gent. We'll wait upou your lordſhip. of IP! 
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SCENE III. 


Changes to an apartment in the Palace. 
Enter Deſdemona, Caſſio, and Emilia. 
Def. Be thou aſſur' d, good Cay7e, I will do 


All my abilities in thy behalf. 
mil. Good Madam, do: I know it grieves my 
As if the cauſe were his. (huſband 


Def. Oh, that's an honeſt fellow ; doubt not, Ca, 
But I will have my lord and you again 
As friendly as you were. 
Caſ. Moſt bounteous Madam, 75 
Whatever ſhall become of Michael Ca ſſio, 
He's never any thing but your true ſervant. 
Def. I know't, I thank you: you do love my lord, 
You've known him long; and, be you well aſſur'd, 
He ſhall in ſtrangeneſs ſtand no farther off 
Than in a politick diſtance. 
Caf. Ay, but, lady, 
That policy may either laſt ſo long, 
Or feed upon ſuch nice and wateriſh diet, 
Or breed itſelf ſo out of circumſtances, ; 
That I being abſent, and my place ſupply'd, 1 
My General will forget my love and ſervice. i 
De/. Do not doubt that; before Æmilia here, 
I give thee warrant of thy Place. Aſſure thee, 
If I do vow a friendſhip, I'Il perform it 
To the laſt article. My lord ſhall never reſt ; 
I'll watch him tame, and talk him out of patience ; 
His bed ſhall ſeem a ſchool, his board a ſhrift; 
I'll intermingle every thing he does 
With Ca/o's ſuit: therefore be merry, Caſſio; 
For thy ſollicitor ſhall rather die, 
Than give thy cauſe away. 


2 ————— * 9 
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SCENE IV. 


Enter Othello, and Iago, at diſtance. 


Anil. Madam, here comes my lord, 
Caſ. Madam, I'll take my leave. 
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Def. Why, ſtay, and hear me ſpeak. 
Caf. Madam, not now; I'm very ill at eaſe, 
Unfit for mine own purpoſes. 
De/. Well, do your diſcretion. ' [Exit Caſſio. 
Jago. Hah! I like not that 
Oth. What doſt thou ſay ? | 
Jago. Nothing, my lord; or if—I know not what, 
Oth. Was not that Caffo, parted from my wife? 
Jago. Caffio, my lord ?— no, ſure, I cannot think it, 
That he would ſteal away ſo gpilty-like, 
Seeing you coming. ' 
Oth. I believe, twas he. 
De/. How now, my lord ? 
J have been talking with a ſuitor here, 
A man that languiſhes in your diſpleaſure, 
Orth. Who is't you mean? : 
Def. Why, your lieutenant Cafo, Good my lord, 
If I have any grace, or power to move you, 
His preſent reconciliation make. 
For if he be not one that truly loves you, 
That errs in ignorance, and not in cunning, 
I have no judgment in an honeſt face. 
I pr'ythee, call him back. 
Oth. Went he hence now? 
Def. I, footh, ſo humbled, 
That he hath left part of his grief with me, 
To ſuffer with him. Good love, call him back. 
Oth. Not now, ſweet Deſdemona ; ſome other time. 
Def. But ſhall't be ſhortly ? 
Oth. The ſooner, Sweet, for you. 
Def. ShalPt be to-night at ſupper ? 
Otb. Not to-night. 
De/. To-morrow dinner then? 
Oh. I ſhall not dine at home: 
J meet the captains at the citadel. 


De. Why then to-morrow night, or Tueſday morn, 


Or Tuz/dxy noon, or night, or Wedneſday morn, 

I pr'ythee, name the time; but let it not 

Exceed three days; in faith, he's penitent: 

And yet M treſpaſs, in our common reaſon, 

(Save that, they ſay, the wars muſt make examples 
Out of their beſt,) is not almoſt a fault 


T' incur 
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T* incur a private check. When ſhall he come? 
Tell me, Othello. I wonder in my ſoul, 

What you would aſk me, that I would deny, 

Or ſtand ſo mutt'ring on? what? Michael Cato 
That came a wooing with you, and many a time, 
When I have ſpoke of you diſpraiſingly, 

HFath ta'en your part, to have ſo much to do 

Jo bring him in? truſt me, I could do much 


Oth. Pr'ythee, no more; let him come when he will, 
Iwill deny thee nothing. 


De,. Why, this is not a boon: 
Tis as I ſhould entreat you wear your cloaths, 
Or feed on nouriſhing meats, or keep you warm; 
Or ſue to you, to do peculiar profit 
To your own perſon. Nay, when J have ſuit, 
Wherein I mean to touch your love indeed, 

It ſhall be full of poize and difficulty, 
And fearful to be granted. 

Oth. I will deny thee nothing. 
Whereon] do beſeech thee, grant me this, 
Lo leave me but a little to my ſelf. 
De. Shall I deny you? no: farewel, my lord. 
Oth. Farewel, my Deſaemona, I'll come ſtraight. 
Def. Emilia, come: be, as your fancies teach yon: 
Whate'er you be, I am obedient. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE V. 
Manent Othello, and Iago. 


Otb. Excellent Wretch ! Perdition catch my 


But I do love thee ; and when love thee not, (ſoul, 
Chaos is come again. | 


Iago. My noble lord, 
Oth. What doſt thou ſay, Tags ? 


Iago. Did Michael Caſſio, when you woo'd my lady, 
Know of your love ? 
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Oh. He did, from firſt to laſt: why doſt thou aſk ? 


lago. But for a ſatisfaction of my thought, 
No farther harm. « 


Oth. Why of thy thought, [ago ? 
Iago. I did not think, he'd been acquainted with it, 


Oth. Oh, yes, and went bety een us very oft 
Jago. Indeed! 


Oth, 
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Oth, Indeed! ay, indeed. Diſcern'ſt thou aught in 
Is he not honeſt? + (that ? 
Iago. Honeſt, my lord? 
O:h. Honeſt ? ay, honeſt, 
Jago. My lord, for aught I know. 
O:h, What doſt thou think? 
Jago. Think, my lord! (echo'ſt me; 
Oth. Think, my lord! why, by heav'n, thou 
As if there were ſome monſter in thy thought, 
Too hideous to be ſhewn. 'Thou doſt mean ſomething : 
I heard thee ſay but now, thou /i#'d/? not that, 
When Caſſio left my wife. What did'ſt not like? 
And when I told thee, he was of my counſel, 
In my whole courſe of wooing ; thou cry'dit, indeed ? 
And did'ſt contract and purſe thy brow together, 
As if thou then hadſt ſhut up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceit : if thou doſt love me, 
Shew me thy thought, 
Tago. My lord, you know, I love you. 
Oh. I think, thou doſt: 
And for Iknow, thou art full of love and honeſty, 
And weigh'ſt thy words before thou giv'it them breath, 
Therefore theſe ſtops of thine fright me the more. 
For ſuch things, in a falſe diſloyal knave, 
Are tricks of cuſtom ; but, in a man that's juſt, 
They're cold dilations working from the heart, 
That paſſion cannot rule. | 
Iago. For Michael Caffio, 
I dare be ſworn, Ithink, that he is honeſt, 
 ©th. I think ſo too. | 
Jago. Men ſhould be what they ſeem. 
Or, thoſe that be not, would they might ſeem knaves ! 
Oth. Certain, men ſhould be what they ſeem. 


Lago. Why, then, I think, Caſſio's an honeſt man. 


Oth. Nay, yet there's more in this: 
I pray thee, ſpeak to me as to thy thinkings, 
As thou doſt ruminate ; and give thy worſt of thoughts 
The worſt of words. 

Tago. Good my lord, pardon me. 
Tho I am bound to every act of duty, 
J am not bound to that, all ſlaves are free to; 


Utter my thoughts !—why, ſay, they're vile and _ ; 
. — t 


ats 
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As where's that Palace, whereinto foul things 
Sometimes intruſe not? Who has a breaſt ſo pure, 
But ſome uncleanly apprehenfions * .. 
Keep leets and law-days, and in ſeſſions ſit 
With meditagions/lawful ? 
0th. Thou doſt conſpire againſt thy friend, Jags, 
If thou but think'ſt him wrong' d, and mak'ſt his car 
A ſtranger to thy thoughts. E Kn 
Iago. I do beſeech you, 
Think I, perchance, am vicious in my gueſs, 
(As, I confeſs, it is my nature's plague 
To ſpie into abuſe ; and oft my jealouſie 
Shapes faults: that are not ; )' I intreat you then, 
From one that fo imperfectly conjects, 
Your wiſdom would not build your ſelf a trouble 
Out of my ſcattering and unſure obſervance : 
It were nat for your quiet, nor your good, 
Nor for my manhood, honeſfy, and wiſdom, 
To let you know my thoughts. 
Oth. What doſt thou mean? 
Tago. Good name in man and woman, dear my lord, 
Is the immediate jewel of their ſouls. 
Who ſteals my purſe, ſteals traſh ; tis ſomething, no- 
thing ; | 
Twas * his; and has been ſlave to thouſands; 
But he, that filches from me my good name, 
Robs me of That, which not enriches him, 
And makes me poor indeed. 
Oth. III know:thy thoughts 
Iago. You cannot, if my heart were in your hand; 
Nor thall not, whilit 'tis in my cuſtody. 
Oth. Ha! 
Iage. Oh, beware, my lord, of jealouſie; 
It is a green-ey'd monſter, which doth mock 
The meat it feeds on. That cuckold lives in biiſe, 
Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger ; 
But, oh, what damned minutes tells he o'er, 
Who doats, yet doubts ; ſuſpects, yet ſtrongly loves! 
Oth. O miſery ! WON 
lago. Poor, and content, is rich, and rich enough ; 
But riches endleſs, is as por as winter, 
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To him that ever fears he ſhall be poor?! 
Good heav'n'! the ſouls of all my tribe defens 
From jealouſie „ biler 10645 In 19 Sof 
Oth. Why? Why isithis f:: £16 2299) quo 
Think'ſt thou, I'd make a life of jealouſſe? 
To follow ſtill the changes of the mon d 
With freſti ſuſpicions? No; to be once in doubt, 
Is once to be reſolv d. Exchange me for a goat; 
When I ſhal! turn the buſineſs of my ſoul - | + 
To ſuch exſuffolate and blown ſurmiſes 
Matching thy inference. *Tis not to make ine jealous, 
To fay, my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company, | 
Is free of ſpeech; ſings, plays, and dances Well; 


Where virtue is, theſe make more virtuus. 


Nor from mine own weak merits will I'qraw 

The ſmalleſt fear, or doubt of her revolt; 

For ſhe had eyes, and choſe me. No, ago, 

I'll fee, before I doubt; when I doubt, prove; 

And, on the proof, there is no more but this, 

Away at once with love, or jealouſi e.. 
ago. I'm glad of this; for now I ſhall have reaſon 

To ſhew the love and duty that I bear you © 

With franker ſpirit. Therefore, as Pm bound, 

Receive it from me. I ſpeak not yet of proof, 

Look to your wife, obſerve her well with Cato; 

Wear your eye, thus: not jealous, nor ſecure ; 

J would not have your free and noble nature 


Out of ſelf-bounty be abus'd ; look to't. 


J know our country diſpoſition well; 

In Venice they do let heav'n ſee the pranks, ] 

They dare not ſhew their huſbands; their beſt con- 
ſcience | 

Is not to leave't undone, but keep't unknown. 

Oth. Doft thou ſay ſo ? 

{ago. She did deceive her father, marrying you; 
And when ſheſeem'd to ſhake, and fear your looks, 
She lov'd them moſt. - | | 

Oth. And fo ſhe did. 

lago. Go to then ; 

She, that, ſo young, could give out ſuch a Seeming 
To ſeal her father's eyes up, cloſe as oak 


He 


/ 
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He thought, twas witchcraft—but I'm much to blame: 

I humbly do beſeech you of your pardon, 

For too much loving you. 
Oth. I'm bound to you for ever. 
ago. I fee, this hath a little daſh'd your ſpirits. | 
Oth. Not a jot, not a jot. 
Iago. Truſt me, I fear, it has: [ 

] hope, you will conſider, what is ſpoke 

Comes from my love. But, I do ſee, you're mov'd— 

J am to pray you, not to ſtrain my ſpeech 

To groſſer iſſues, nor to larger reach, 

Than to ſufpicion. | 
Oth. I will not. | 
Iago. Should you do ſo, my lord, 

My ſpeech would fall into ſuch vile Succeſs, 

Which my thoughts aim not at. Caſo's my worthy 

friend. 

My lord, I ſee, you're mov'd 7 
Oh. No, not much mov'd | 

I do not think, but De/demona's honeſt. 
lago.Longlive ſhe ſo ! and long live you to think ſo! 
Oth. And yet, how nature erring from itſelf —— 
lago. Ay, there's the point ;——as (to be bold with 

><" 8 

Not to affect many propoſed matches 

Of her own clime, complexion and degree, 

Whereto we ſee in all things Nature tends : 

Foh! one may ſmell, in ſuch, a will moſt rank, 

Foul diſproportions, thoughts unnatural. 

But, pardon me, I do not in pofition 

Diſtinctly ſpeak of her; tho' I may fear, 

Her will, recoiling to her better judgment, 

May fall to match you with her country forms, 

And, haply, ſo repent, 
Oth. Farewel, farewel ; 

If more thou doſt perceive, let me know more : 

Set on thy wife obſerve. Leave me, Iage. 
Iago. My lord, I take my leave. [ Going. 
Oth. Why did I marry ? 


This honeſt creature, doubtleſs, 
Sees and knows more, much more, than he unfo!ds. 


(2 lago. 
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Iago. My lord, I would, I might entreat your honour 
To ſcan this thing no farther ; leave it to time: 
Altho' 'tis fit that Caſo have his place, 

For, ſure, he fills it up with great ability ; 
Yet if you pleaſe to hold him off a while, 

You ſhall by that perceive him, and his means ; 
Note, if your lady ftrain his entertainment 
With any ſtrong, or vehement importunity ; 

Much will be ſeen in That. In the mean time, 
Let me be thought too buſy in my fears, 

(As worthy cauſe I have to fear, I am; 
And hold her free, I do beſeech your Honor. 

Oth. Fear not my government. 

lago. I once more take my leave. [Exit. 


SCENE VI. 


Manet Othello. 

Orth. This fellow's of exceeding honeſty, 
And knows all qualities, with a learned ſpirit, 
Of human dealings, If I prove her haggard, 
Tho” that her jeſſes were my dear heart-ſtrings, 
I'd whiſtle her off, and let her down the wind 
To prey at fortune. Haply, for I'm black, 
And have not thoſe ſoft parts of converſation 
That chamberers have; or, for I am declin'd 
Into the vale of years, yet that's not much 
She's gone, I am abus'd, and my relief 
Muſt be to loath her. Oh the curſe of marriage 
'That we can call theſe delicate creatures ours, 

And not their appetites! I had rather be a toad, 

Ard live upon the vapour of a dungeon, 

Than keep a corner in the thing I love, 

For others' uſe. Yet tis the plague of Great ones; 

Prerogativ'd are they leſs than the baſe ; 

*Tis deſtiny: unſhunnable, like death. 

Even then, this forked plague is fated to us, 

When we do quicken. Deſdemona comes ! 
Enter Deſdemona and Emilia. 

If ſhe be falſe, oh, then heav'n mocks itſelf : 

I'll not believe't. 


Def. 
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Deſ. How now, my dear Othello? 
Your dinner, and the generous Iſlanders, 
By you invited, do attend your preſence. 
O:h, I am to blame. 
De/. Why do you ſpeak fo faintly ? 
Are you not well ? 
Oh. I have a pain upon my forehead here. 
De/. Why, that's with watching, 'twill away again; 
Let me but bind it hard, within this hour 
It will be well. 
Oth. Your napkin is too little; | 
[She drops her handkerchief. 
Let it alone: come, [I'll go in with you. 
Def. I am very ſorry, that you are not well. 
| [ Excunt, 


SCENE VII. 


Manet Amalia. 

Emil. I am glad, I have found this napkin ; 
This was her firſt remembrance from the Moor; 
My wayward huſband hath a hundred times 
Woo'd me to ſteal it. But ſhe fo loves the token, 
(For he conjur'd her, ſhe ſhould ever keep it) 
'That ſhe reſerves it evermore about her, 

To kiſs and talk to. T'll have the work ta'en out, 
And give't Jago; what he'll do with it, 
Heavn knows, not I, 
I nothing, but to pleaſe his fantaſie. 
Enter lago. . 

Ingo. How now? what do you here alone? 

Emil. Do not you chide ; I have a thing for you. 

Iago. You have a thing for me? 
It is a common thing 

Emil. Ha? 

Iago. To have a fooliſh wife. 

Anil. Oh, is that all? what will you give me now 
For that ſame handkerchief ? 

lago. What handkerchief ? 

mil. What handkerchief ?- 
Why, That the Moor firſt gave to De/demona ; 
That which ſo often you did bid me ſteal. 

Lago. Haſt ſtolen it from her ? ; 

C 3 Anil. 
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Emil. No; but ſhe let it drop by negligence ; 
And, to th' advantage, I, being here, took't up: 
Look, here 'tis. 

Iago. A good wench, give it me. 

Amil. What will you do with't, you have been fo 

earneſt 
To have me filch it ? 

Jago. Why, what is that to you? [Snatching it, 

Emil. If 't be not for ſome purpoſe of import, 
Give't meagain. Poor Lady ! ſhe'll run mad, 

When ſhe ſhall lack it. 

lago. Be not you known on't : 

I have uſe for it. Go, leave me [Exit Amilia. 
I will in Caſſo's lodging loſe this napkin, 


And let him find it. Trifles light as air 


Are, to the jealous, confirmations ſtrong 

As proofs of holy Writ. This may do ſomething, 
The Moor already changes with my poiſons : 
Dang'rous conceits are in their nature poiſons, 
Which at the firſt are ſcarce found to diſtaſte ; 

But, with a little a& upon the blood, | 
Burn like the mines of flokur I did ſay ſo. 


SCENE VII. 


3 Enter Othello. 


Look, where he comes! Not Poppy, nor Mandragora, 
Nor all the drowſy Syrups of the world, 
Shall ever medicine thee to that ſwect Sleep, 
Which thou owedſt yeſterday. 

Oth. Hat falſe to me 

lago. Why, how now, General? no more of that, 

Oth. Avant] be gone! thou'ſt ſet me on the rack: 
I ſwear, 'tis better to be much abus'd, 
Than but to know a little. 

Iago. How, my lord? . 
Otb. What ſenſe had I of her ſtol'n hours of luſt ? 
I ſaw't not, thought it not, it harm'd not me; 
I ſlept the next night well; was free, and merry; 
I found not Caffo's kifles on her lips: 8 
He, that is robb'd, not wanting what is ſtol'n, 
Let him not know't, and he's not robb'd at all. 


Ingo. 
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Tago. Lan ſorry tochear this. 
Oth. I had been happy, if the genera Camp, 


Pioneers and all,) had taſted her {weet body, 
So Thad nothing known. : Ohnow, for ever 
Farewel the tranquil mind ! Fatewel content ! 
Farewel the plumed troops, and the big war, 
That make ambition virtue, oh, farewel ! 
Farewel the neighing ſteed and the ſhrill trump, 

The ſpirit-ſtirring drum; th ear piercing ſife, 5 

The royal banner, and all quality, 

Pride, pomp, and cjreumſtance of glorious war! 

And, oh, you mortal engines, whoſe rude throats 

Th” immortal Fove's dread clamours counterfeit, 

l Othbello's Occupation's gone | 

lago. Is't poſſible, my lord? 

Otb. Villain, be ſure, thou prove my love a whore * 
Be ſure of it: give me the ocular proof, 1 

[Catching hold on him. | 
Or, by the worth of man's eternal ſoul, 
Thou hadſt been better have been born a dog, 
Than anſwer my wak'd wrath. 

Iago. Ist come to this? 

Och. Make me to ſee't; or, at the leaſt, ſq prove it, 
That the probation bear no hinge, nor loop, — 
To hang a doubt on: or, woe upon thy life! 

Iago. My noble lord 

0¹⁵ If thou doſt ſlander her, and torture me, 
Never pray more; abandon all remorſe; 

On horrors head horrors accumulate; 

Do deeds to make heav'n weep, all earth amaz d; 
For nothing canſt thou to damnation add, 
Greater than that. 

Iago. Oh grace l oh heav'n defend me } 
Are you a man? have you a ſoul } or ſenſe? © it 
God be w' you ;. take mine office. O wretched fool, 4 
That liv'ſ to make thine honeſty, a vice! J 
Oh monſtrous world; take note, take note, oh world, 
To be direct and honeſt; i is not ſafe... | 
I thank you for this profit, and from hence \ 
I'll love no friend, ſith love breeds ſuch offence. S ' 

Orb. Nay, fay——thou - be honeſt | 
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Lage. I ſhould be wiſe, Hagen. te a el, 
And loſes what it _ we MAL, bt 

Otb. By the world, ft „Us b. 

J think, my wife is honek:; and ink, ſhe ri ; 
T think, that thou art juſt ;' and thinky thou art not; 
I'll have ſome proof. Her name, that was as freſh, 
As Dian's viſage, is now begrim'd and black 

As my own face. If there be cords, or b 
Poiſon, or fire, or ſuffocating ſtreams, 

T'll not endure t Would, I were ſatisfied.” 

, — I ſee, Sir, you are eaten up with bete, ; 

o repent me that I put it to 0 
You would be fatisfied? * 

7 Would ? nay, and will. 

1 A may; but how? how fatisfied, my lord ? 
Wor you be ſuperviſor, y on ro” 
Behold her top'd ? : e ; 

Oth. Death and damnation, oh ! 

Lago. It were a tedious difficulty, I think, 
To bring em to that proſpect: damn them then, 
If ever mortal Eyes do them bolſter, © + 
More than their own. What then ? how then ? 
What ſhall I ſay? where's ſatisfaQtion ? 

It is impoſlible you ſhould ſee this, s 
Were they as prime as goats, as hot as monkeys, 
As falt as wolves in pride, and fools: as groſs 
As 1gnarance made drank: But yet, I ay, 
If imputation and ſtrong circumſtances, ' 
Which lead directly to the door of truth, 
Will give you ſatisfaction, you might habet. 

Ys Give me a living reaſon ſhe's dinoyal. 

2 9. I do not like the office; 

But fince I'm enter'd in this cauſe fo far, 
Prick'd to't by fooliſh honeſty and love, 
I will go on. I lay with Caſſiv lately, 
And, being troubled with ra Goth,” 3s 
I could not ſleep 2 . 3 
There are a kind of men, fo looſe 67 aul 11 
Tuhat in their ſleeps will mutter their affairs p 
One of this kind is Ca io: 

n 18 IJ heard him lay, Sweet Doſlthiina 1d py . 

e 
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Let us be wary, let us hide our loves ! 

And then, Sir, would he gripe, and wring 3 3 

Cry Oh ſweet creature ! and then kiſs me 

As if he pluck't up kiſſes by the roots, 

That grew upon my lips ; then lay his leg 

Over my thigh, and figh and kiſs, and then 

Cry, Curſed fate! that gave thee to the Moor. 

Oth. Oh monſtrous ! monſtrous ! 

lago. Nay, this was but his dream. 

Oth. But this denoted a fore-gone concluſion. 

{ago. "Tis a ſhrewd doubt, tho” it be but a dream. 
And this may help to thicken other proofs, 
That do demonſtrate thinly. 

Oth. Tl tear her all to pieces. 

Iago. Nay, but be wiſe; yet we ee nothing done; 

She may be honeſt yet. Tell me but this, 

Have you not ſometimes ſeen a handkerchief, 

Spotted with ſtrawberries in your wife's hand? 
Oth. I gave her ſuch a one; twas my firſt gift. 
Iago. I know not that; but ſuch a handkerchief, 

(I'm ſure, it was your wife's,) did I to-day 

See Caſſio wipe his beard with. 

Oth, If it be that . 
Iago. If it be that, or any, if 'twas bers, 

It ſpeaks againſt her with the other proofs. 

Oth. Oh, that the ſlave had forty thouſand lives !- 

One is too poor, too weak for my Revenge. 

Now do I ſee 'tis time. Look here, Iago, 

All my fond love thus do I blow to heav'n : 

"Tis gone; | 

Ariſe, black Vengeance, from th' unhallow'd cell! 

Yield up, oh Love, thy crown and parted throne 

To tyrannous Hate! ſwell, boſom, with thy fraught, 

For tis of aſpicks' tongues. | 


Iago. Yet be content. 
Oth. Oh blood, blood, blood 


Iago. Patience, I ſay ; your mind, perhaps, may 
change. ; 
Oth. Never, Iago. Like the Pontick Sea, 
Whoſe icy current and compulſive courſe, 
Ne'er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on 
To the Propontick, and the Helleſtont: 
92 * C 5 Even 
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Even ſo my bloody thoughts with violent pace 
Shall ne er look back, ne'er ebb to humble love, 
Till that a capable and wide revenge 

Swallow them up. Now by yond marble heav'n, 


In the due rev rence of a ſacred vow He kneels, 
] here engage my words let 
Iago. Do not riſe yet: lago Ane. 


Witneſs, you ever+-burning lights above! 
You elements, that clip us round about! 
Witneſs, that here 7ago doth give up 
"The execution of his wit, hands, heart, 
To wrong'd Othello's ſervice. Let him command, 
And to obey ſhall be in me. Remord 
What bloody buſineſs ever. 
Orth. I greet thy love, 
Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance bountequs, 


And will upon the inſtant put thee to't : 


Within theſe three days lecme hear thee ſay, 

That Caſſio's not alive. 
lago. My friend 1s dead; 

Tis done at your requeſt. But, let her live. 
Oth. Damn her, lewd Minx! oh, damn her, damn 

her! 

Come, go with me apart; I will withdraw 

To furniſh me with ſome ſwift means of death 

For the fair Devil. Now art thou my Lieutenant.— 
lago. I am your own for ever. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE IX. 


Another Apartment in the Palace. 


Enter Deſdemona, Emilia, and Clown. 
D:z/. Do you know, ſirrah, where Lieutenant Cayzo 
lies? . 
Clown. I dare not ſay, he lies any where. 
Deſ. Why, man ? | 
Clown. He's a ſoldier ; and for me to ſay, a ſoldier 
lies, tis ſtabbing. 
Def. Go to; where lodges he? bs 


Clown. To tell you where he lodges, is to tell you 
where I lie. 


Def. 
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De/. Can any thing be made of this ? 

Clxwn. I know not where he lodges; and for me to 
deviſe a lodging, and ſay, he lies here, or he hes 
there, were to lie in mine own throat. 
 Dy/. Can you enquire hiu out ? and be edified by. 
report? * by 

Clown... Iwill catechi ze the world for dis - that is, 
queſtions, and bid them anſwer. 

De/. Seek him, bid him come hither ; tell him, I 
have mov'd wy lord on * behalf, and hope, all will 
be well. : 

enn. To. do this-is within the compaſs of man's 
wit, and therefore I will a the doing of it. 

Exit Clown. 

De/. Where ſhould Llofe that handkerchief, Emilia? 

Amil. | know not, Madam. 

De/. Believe me, I had rather have loſt my purſe 
Full of Cruzadoes. And but my noble Moor 
Is true of mind, and made of no ſuch baſeneſs 
As jealous creatures are, it were enough 

Jo put him te ilh thinking. 
mil. Is he not jealous? 


OD. Who, he? 1 think, the Sun, where he was born, 


Drew all ſuch humours from him. 
Afmil. Look, where he comes. 
Def. I will not leave him now, till Cao be 
Call'd to him. How is it with you, my lord ! 
. 5 54 E N E * N12 1 
Enter Othello. 


Oth. Well, wy good lady. Oh, hardneſs to al. 


ſemble! 
How do you, Deſdemona ?. 
Def. Well, my. Lord. 
0th. Give me n Ry this hand is / moiſt, my 
Lad 7 
Def. It Nn hath: Felt mage, nor known no ſorrow. 
Oth. This argues fruitfulneſs, and liberal heart: 
Hot, hot, and moiſt—this hand of yours requires 
A ſequeſter from liberty ; faſting and prayer, 
Much caſtigation, exerciſe devout ; | * 
4 or 


— 


60 Or HEIN U op be 


For here $a ſtrong and ſweatingdevilhere, +1185 


That commonly rebels : 'tis a _ _— 
A frank one. u RN i 
Deſ. You may, Abe) ae, * 19 49 

For *twas that hand, that gave away my nhl Naka 
Oth. A liberal hand. he hands of old 3 beet 
But our new heraldry is hands, not heaits. 


Def. I cannot. ſpeak of this 3 xr . ao hon ro. 


miſe. 

Otb. What promiſe, chuck? 1 TO 97: 

De/. T've ſent to bid Caſſo come ſeal with Jo: 

Orh.. I have a ſalt and ar r- aner "wh 
Lend me thy handkerchief. S12113 Dita G. 

Deſ. Here, my Lord. FEES 

Otb. That, — nt ma 071 $7577 280. 

Deſ. I have it not about me. >MN-vrona 1 Nat 

Oth. Not ? AFET 

Def. No, indeed; my * | 

Oth. That? sa fault. That handkerchief 
Did an AÆgyptian to my mother gives 
She was 32 and could almoſt read 


The thoughts of people. She told her, while ſhe kept it 


Twould make her amiable, ſubdue my father 

Intirely to her love; but if ſhe loſt it, - | 

Or made a gift of it, my father's eye 

Should hold her loathed, and his ſpirits hunt 

After new fancies. She, dying, gave it me; 

And bid me, when my fate would have me wiv'd, 

To give it her. I did ſo ; and take heed ont 

Make it a darling, like your precious eye ; 

To loſe't, or give't away, were fuch W 

As nothing ale could match. 26 
Def. Ist poſſible? 
Otb. "Tis true; there's magick in the web of it: 

A $Sybill, that had number 'd in the world 

The Sun to courſe two hundred dompaſſes, 

In her prophetick fury ſew'd the Work: 


The worms were hallow'd, chat did breed the fGlk 3 


And it was dy'd in Mummey, which the fkilful 
con d of Maidens hearts. | 
. Indeed ! is't true? 
005 Moſt veritable, therefore look to's well, 
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De/. Then would to heav'n, that I had never ſeen't! 
Oth. Ha ! wherefore ? | 
De/. Why do you ſpeak ſo ſtartingly, and raſh ? 
Oth. Is't loſt-? ist gone? ſpeak, is it out o th way ? 
Def. Bleſs us:!) | 
Ord. Say bud n en! 
De. It is not loſt ; but what, an if it were? 
Oth. Ha! nt es 
Def. I ſay, it is not loſt. 
Oth. Fetch't, let me ſee't. 
Def. Why, ſo I can, Sir; but I will not now: 
This is a trick to put me from my ſuit, © 
Pray you, let Caſio be receiv'd again. 
Oth. Fetch me the handkerchief 


miſgivee— | 


J). 


my mind 


De/. Come, you'll ne'er meet a more ſufficient man... 


Otbh. The handkerchief: 
Deſ. A man, that, all his time, 
Hath founded his good fortunes on your love; 
Shar'd dangers wich you. | 
Oth. The handkerchief—— 
Def. Inſooth, you are to blame. | 
Oth, Away |— [Exit Othello, 


SCENE XI. 
Manent Deſdemona and Emilia. 
Emil. Is not this man jealous ? 
Def. I ne'er ſaw this before. | 
Sure, there's ſome wonder in this handkerchief : _ 
I'm moſt unhappy in the loſs of it. 

mil. Tis not a year, or two, ſhews us a man: 
They are all but ſtomachs, and we all but food ; 
They eat us hungerly, and, when they're fall, 

They belch us. Look you! Cafio, and my huſband. 
Enter Iago and Caſſio. 1 

lago. There is no other way, tis ſhe muſt dot; 
And lo, the happineſs! go and importune her. 

De. How now, good Caſio, what's the news with 

ou ? | | 

Caſ. dem, my former ſuit. I do beſeech you, 

That by your virtuous: means I may again 


Exit, 


Ge O-4'm #3 hover 


Exiſt, and be a member of his love; 

Whom I, with all the office of m heart, Ys 
Intirely hongur. T would not be delay! 'd; . 
It my offence be of ſuch mortal kind, ee 505) 

t not my ſervice paſt, nor.preſent brenn. 8 
Nor purpos d merit in futurit , FI 
Can ranſom me into his love again; 

But to know ſo, muſt be my benefit. 4 ef 15.8 
So ſhall I cloath me in a fore'd content; 
And ſhut my ſelf up in ſome other. courle,,. 
To fortune's, alm. F 
Def. Alas! thrice- gentle Cao, 11 
My advocation ĩs not now in tun 14 
My. lord-is not my lord; nor ſhould- Fi know him,, 
Were he in favour, as in humour, alter d. | 
So help me every ſpirit ſanQified; 
As I have ſpoken for you all my beſt; 
And ſtood within the blank of his diſpleaſure, . $a] 
For my free ſpeech ! You muſt a-while be patient ; 5 
What I can do, I will: and more I will _  - ile 
Than for my ſelf I dare. Let That Juice 415 5 
Jago. Is my lord ang; \ 
Anil. He went hence but now 4), 
And, certainly, in ſtrange unquietneſs. 
Iago. Can he be angry? I have ſeen the Canton, 
When it hath blown his ranks into the air, 
And, like the Devil, from his very arm 
Puft his own brother; and can he be angry ? 
Something of moment then; I will go meet him; 


% 
— 


There's matter in't indeed, if he be angry. Exit. 
N e. 4 . 


S ENR XM. 
Manent Deſdemona, Emilia, an. Caſſ.o. : 
Deſ. I pr'ythee, do ſo.— Something, ſure, of State... 
Either” from Venice, or ſome unhatch'd practice, 
Made here demonſtrable in Cyprus to him, 
Hath paddled his clear ſpirit ; and, in ſuch caſes, 
Men's-natures wrangle with inferior things, 
Tho! great ones are their object. Tis ev'n ſo. 
For let our finger ake, and it endues 


ur * healthful members with a ſenſe 
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Of pain. Nay, we muſt think, Men are not Gods; 
Nor of them look for ſuch obſervance always, 
As fits the bridal. Beſhrew me much, Æmilia, 
I was (unhandſome 2 as Jam,) 
Arraigning his unkindneſs with my ſoul; 
But now 1 find, I had ſuborn'd the witneſs, 
And he's indited falſely. 

nil. Pray heav'n, it be 8 
State-matter, as you think; and no conception, 
Nor jealous toy concerning you. 

Deſ. Alas-the- day, I never gave him cauſe. 

mil. But jealous ſouls will not be anſwer'd ſo; 
They are not ever jealous for a cauſe ; . 
But jealous, for they're jealous. It's a monſter 
Begot upon itſelf, born on itſelf. 


D:/. Heav'n keep that monſter from Othella's 


mind ! 

Emil. Lady, amen. | 
Do.. I will go ſeek him. Cafio, walk hereabout 3 
Tf I do find him fit, I'l move your ſuit, 

And ſeek t' effect it to my uttermoſt. 

Ca/. I humbly thank your Ladythip. 
Ex. Deſdemona and Emilia at one 
door; Calito, at the other. 


SCENE XIII. 
Changes to the Street before the Palace. 


Re-enter Caſſio, meeting Bianca. 


Bian. Save you, friend Ca//ie. 
Caſ. What makes you from home? 
How is it with you, my moſt fair Bianca ? 

Indeed, ſweet Love, I was coming to your houſe. 
Bian. And I was going to your lodging, Caſſio. 
What ? keep a week away ? ſeven days and nights? 

Eightſcore eight hours? and lovers abſent 12 25 
More tedious than the dial, eightſcore ti times? 
Oh weary reck' ning 1 
Caf. Pardon me, Bianca < 
have this while with leaden thoughts been preſt ; 
But I ſhall in a more convenient time 


Strike 
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Strike off this ſcore of abſence. © Sweet Bianca, 
[ Giving her Deſdemona's Handkerchief. 
Take me this work out. . 
Bian. Oh, Caſſio, whence came this? 
This is ſome token from a newer friend: 
Of thy felt abſence now I feel a cauſe; . 
Is't come to this ? well, well. 
Caſ. Go to, woman: 
Throw your vile gueſſes in the Devil's teeth, 
From whence you have them. You are jealous now, 
That this is from ſome miſtreſs, ſome remembrance ? 
No, in good troth, Bianca. 
Bian. Why, whoſe is it? 
Caf. I know not neither; I found it in my chamber; 
J like the work well; ere it be demanded, 
As like enough it will, I'd have it copied : 
Take it, and do't, and leave me for this time. 
Bian. Leave you? wherefore ? 12 
Caf. I do attend here on the General, 
And think it no addition, nor my wiſh, 
To have him ſee me woman' d. 
Bian. Why, I pray you ? 
Caf. Not that I love you not. 
. Bian. But that you do not love me; 
J pray you, bring me on the way a little; 
And ſay, if I ſhall ſee you ſoon at night ? 
Caſ. "Tis but a little way that I can bring you, 
For I attend here. But I'll ſee you ſoon. 
Bian. "Tis very good; I muſt be circumſtanc'd. 
TOY | [Excunt. 


— 


— — 
— —_ 


ACT IV. SCENEL 
A Court before the PALACE. 


Enter Othello, and Iago. 


Ago. ILL you think ſo? 
Oth. Think ſo, Iago ? 
Ingo. What, to kiſs in private? 
O:h. An unauthoriz d kiſs ? 


T.- — 


2 ops ban, 


g 
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Togo. Or to be naked with her friend in bed, 

N An hour or more, not meaning any harm ? 

Ot b. Naked in bed, Iago, and not mean harm ? 

It is hypocriſy againſt the devil : 

They that mean virtuouſly, and yet do ſo, 

The devil their virtue tempts not 3 they tempt heav'n. 
Togo. If they do nothing, *tis a venial OP, 

But if I give my wife a handkerchief 
Orb. What then? « 
Lago. Why then, tis hers, my lord; and being hers, 

She may, I think, beſtow't on any man. 

Oth. She is propertied of her honour too; 

May ſhe give That? 

Iago. Her honour is an eſſence that's not ſeen, 

They have it very oft, that have it not : 

But for the handkerchief, 
Oth. By heav'n, I would moſt gladly have forgot i it; 

Thou ſaid'ſt.— oh, it comes o'er my memory, 

As doth the — o'er th' 1 Rado houſe, 

Boading to ill, —he had my handkerchief. 

Jago. Ay, What of that ? 
Otb. That's not ſo good now. 
Iago. What if I ſaid; Tad feen him do you wrong ? 

Or heard him ſay, (as knayes be ſuch abroad, 

Who having 0 in their own importunate ſuit, 

Or volun ge of ſome miſtreſs, 

Convinc' 40 pfl ed them, they cannot chuſe 

But they muſt blab,) 

Oth. Hath he faid any thing ? 
Iage. He hath, my lord, but be you well aſſur d, 

No more than he'll unſwear. 

Otb. What hath he ſaid? 

Ingo. N. 4 that he did 


Oth. What? what? 

Iago, Lie © 

Oth. With her? 

Jago. With her; on her — what you will 
Otb. Lie with her! lie on her! lie with her! that's 
fulſom : —handkerchief—confeſſions—handkerchief— 
handkerchief to confeſs, and be hang'd for 


I know not what he 


hig labour Firſt, to be hang'd, and then—to 
confeſs ! 


— 


— 
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© confeſs! — I kl at it Nature would not inveſt 

herſelf in ſuch ſhadowing without ſome induction. It 

is not words, that ſhake me thus—piſh—voſes, ears, 

and lips isꝰt . — dene !— handkerchief !— 

oh devil | | | 1 Fa 41 ina trante. 
Lago. Work on, 

"My medicine; work ! thus A fools are caught: 

And many worthy and chaſte Dames even thus, 

All guiltleſs, meet reproach. What . Wy ood! 

* y lord, I ſay, Othello.—— 


SCENE II. 


Enter Caſſio. 


How now, Caſio ? 
2 What's the matter? | 
My lord is fall'a into u Epileph a 
1 18 the ſecond Fit; he one yeſterday. 
Caſ. Rub him about the ente. 4.41 9+ diob 2 
Igo. No, forbear, 99 
The lethargy muſt have bis quiet courſe: N 
If not, he foams at mouth, and by and bx 
Breaks out to ſavage madneſs : — he fon. 
Do you withdraw your Ie. alittle While, 


He will recover ſtraight; when he is gone, 
I would on great occaſion ſpeak with you. "tb xit {Car | 
How is it, General? have — not Hue N 


Otb. Doſt thou mock me? © eras 33 

Iago. I mock you not, by heavn: : n ũñÜ 
Would you would bear your fortunes like a man, 

Oth. A horned man's a monſter, and a beaſt... , 

Iago. There's many a 0 then, i wi populous city, 
And many a ciyil monſter. „ 

Otb. Did he confeſs it? N We 

lago. Good Sir, be a man: 
Think, every bearded fellow, that's but vosk . 


May draw With vou. Millions are e no alive, 8 


That nightly lie in thoſe unproper beds, 


Which they dare ſwear 
Oh, tis the ſpite of ot 


2 15 Vour caſe is batter. 
the fiend's arch-mock, 
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Ind knowing what I am, I know what ſhe ſhall be. 

Oth. Oh, thou art wiſe ; 'tis certain. ; 

lago. Stand you a while apart, 

els your ſelf but in a patient liſt. 
Vhilt you were here, o'er-whelmed with your grief, 
A paſſion moſt unſuiting ſuch a man,) 
/o came hither, I ſhifted him away, 
nd laid good *ſcuſes on your ecſtaſy ; 
Bad him anon return, and here ſpeak with me; 
he which he promis'd. Do but encave your ſelf, 
and mark the fleers, the jibes, and notable ſcorns, 
That dwell in every region of his face. 
For I will make him tell the tale anew ; 
Where, how, how oft, how long ago and when, 
He hath, and is again to cope your wife. 
Ifay, but mark his geſture. Marry, patience; 
Or I ſhall ſay, you are all in all in ſpleen, 
And nothing of a man. 

Oth. Doſt thou hear, ago ? 
I will be found moſt cunning in my patience 3 
But, doſt thou hear, moſt bloody? 

Jago. That's not amiſs; 
But yet keep time in all. Will you withdraw? 
| [Othello withararws. 

Now will I queſtion Ca//io of Bianca, wT 
A huſwife, that, by ſelling her defires, 
Buys her ſelf ic þ and cloth. It is a creature, 
That dotes on Ca; as tis the ſtrumpet's plague: 
To beguile many, and be beguil'd by one; 
He, when he hears of her, cannot refrain 
From the exceſs of laughter here he comes 


"SCENE III. 
Enter Caſſio. 


As he ſhall ſmile, Othello ſhall go mad; 
And his unbookiſh jealouſy muſt conſtrue 
Poor Coffio's ſmiles, geſtures, and light behaviour, 
; Quite in the wrong. How do you now, lieutenant ? 
Caſ. The worſer, that you give me the addition, 
Whoſe want even kills me 
Ia go. Ply Deſal mona well, and you are ſure * : 
| 8 OW, 
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Now, if this ſuit lay in Bianca's power, 


[Speaking lowy 
How quickly ſhould you ſpeed ? 

Caſ. Alas, poor caitiff ! Caſ. Tis 
Oth. Look, how he laughs already. 2 one: 
Jago. I never knew a woman love man ſo. hat do yo 
Caf. Alas, po rogue, I think, indeed, ſhe loves me Ban. Le 
Oth. Now he denies it faintly, and laughs out. | you me 
| ee even no 
Lago. Do you hear, Caſio ? e out the 
Oth. Now he importunes him ould find 
To tell it o'er; go to, well ſaid, well ſaid. [ a/de It it there 
lago. She gives it out that you ſhall marry her. Me out the 
Do you intend it? hereſoeve 
Caſ. Ha, ha, ha Caſ. Ho 

Orth. Do you triumph, Rogue ? do you triumph? hy ? 
5 as Dt 240 [ a/ide. 8 O: h. By 


Caf. I marry her!— What? a cuſtomer ? pr'ythee, 
bear ſome charity to my wit, do not think it ſo un- Bian. I. 
wholſome. Ha, ha, ha! D you will 

Oth. So, ſo: they laugh that win. [afide. 

Jago. Why, the cry goes, that you ſhall marry her. ¶ Igo. A 


Caf. Pr'ythee, ſay true. Caf. Im 
Lago. Tama very villain elſe. lago. V 
Ozh. Have you ſcor'd me? well. _ C5 C/. V. 


Caſ. This is the monkey's own giving out: ſhe is ago. V 
perſwaded, I will marry her, out of her own love and ry fain 1 
flattery, not out of my promiſe. 

Oth. Iago beckons me: now he begins the 1 logo. C 

a . 

Ca/. She was here even now: ſhe haunts me in 
every place. I was the other day talking on the ſea- 
bank with certain Yenetians, and thither comes the 
bauble, and falls me thus about the neck 

Oth. Crying, Oh dear Caſſio, as it were: his geſ- 
ture imports it. La ſide. 

Caſ. So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon me, ſo 
ſhakes, and pulls me. Ha, ha, ha !—— 

Oth. Now he tells, how ſhe pluckt him to my 
chamber: oh, I ſee that noſe of yours, but not that 
dog I ſhall throw it to, [afide. 

Caſ. Well, I muſt leave her company. 


lags. 


— 
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Togo. Before me! look, where ſhe comes. 


SCENE IV. 


Ver 


Enter Bianca. 1 
Caf. Tis ſuch another fitchew ! marry, a perfum'd 


one : 
hat do you mean by this haunting of me ? 
Bian. Let the Devil and his Dam haunt you ! what 
| you mean by that ſame handkerchief, you gave 
> even now ? I was a fine fool to take it: I muſt 
e out the work? A likely piece of work, that you 
ould find it in your chamber, and know not who 
t it there. This is ſome minx's token, and I muſt 
ke out the work? there give it your hobby-horſe : 
hereſoever you had it, I'll take out no work on't. 
Caſ. How now, my ſweet Bianca? how now? how 
ww ? | 
0th. By heaven, that ſhould be my handkerchief. 

| Lade. 

n. ¶ Bian. If you'll come to ſupper to-night, you may; 
Jou will not, come when you are next prepar'd for. 
de. : [ E xit. 
r. Lago. After her, after her 

| Caf. I muſt, ſhe'll rail in the ſtreets elſe. 
ge. Will you ſup there? 
ae, C/ Yes, I intend ſo. 
age. Well, I may chance to ſce you; for I would 
nd ry fain ſpeak with you. 
Ca. Pry'thee, come, will you? 


go. Go to, ſay no more. [Exit Caſſio. 
1 SCENE V. 
A. Manent Othello, and Iago. 


he I 0th. How ſhall I murther him, Jago? 

lago. Did you perceive, how he laugh'd at his vice? 
\- Orb. Oh, Iago ! 
de. ago. And did you ſee the handkerchief ? 
ſo Þ 0th. Was that mine? 

lago. Yours, by this hand: and to ſee how he prizes 
1y Pe fooliſh woman your wife She gave it him, 


at Wd he hath given it his whore. 
le. | | ns * - 7 
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Oth. I would have him nine years a killing 
A fine woman ! a fair woman ! a ſweet woman 

Iago. Nay, you muſt forget That. 

Oth. Ay, let her rot and periſh, and be damn'd : 
night; for ſhe ſhall not live. No, my heart is turn' 
to ſtone: I ſtrike it, and it hurts my hand. —Oh, th 
world hath not a ſweeter creature. She might lie b 
an emperor's ſide, and command him taſks. 

Iago. Nay, that's not your way. 

O:h. Hang her, I do but ſay what ſhe is—ſo deli 
cate with her needle.—An admirable muſician.—0 
ſhe will ſing the ſavageneſs out of a bear: of ſo hig 
and plenteous wit — invention! 

Iago. She's the worſe for all this. 
Ot. Oh, a thouſand, a thouſand times: 
And then of ſo gentle condition 

Tago. Ay, too gentle. 

Oth. Nay, that's certain. 

But yet the pity of it, 14g — Oh, ago, the pity 
it, 149 

Iago. If you are ſo fond over her iniquity, give he 
patent to offend ; for if it touch not you, it comes ne 
no body. | 
Otzb. I will chop her into meſſes: cuckold me 

lago. Oh, tis foul in her. 

Oth. With mine officer ! 

lago. That's fouler. 

Orth. Get me ſome poiſon, ago, this night: III nc 
ex poſtulate with her, leſt her body and her beauty u 
provide my mind again; this night, Iago. 
ago. Do it not with poiſon, ſtrangle her in her vec 
Even in the bed ſhe hath contamanated. 

Oth. Good, good: 

The juſtice of it pleaſes; very good. 

Iago. And for Caffio, let me be his undertaker : 
You ſhall hear more by midnight. [4 Trumpet with) 

Oth. Excellent good: What Trumpet is tl 

ſame ? 
lago. Something from Venice, ſure. "Tis Lodowic 

Come from the Duke: and, ſee, your wife is with | 
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Enter Lodovico, Deſdemona, and. Attendants, from 


the Palace. 
Lod. Save you, worthy General. 
Orth. With all my heart, Sir. 
Lod. The Duke and the Senators of Venice greet you. 
| * | [Gives him a letter. 
 ©:h. I kiſs the inſtrument of their pleaſures. 
: De/. And what's the news, good couſin Lodowico? 
Iago. Tam very glad to ſee you, fignior. 
Welcome to Cyprus. | | 
Lod. I thank you; how does lieutenant Ca? 
Iago. Lives, Sir. 
Def. Couſin, there's fall'n between him and my lord 
An unkind breach: but you ſhall make all well. 
Oth, Are you ſure of that ? [Afaac. 
De/. My lord! 
Oth. This fail you not to do, as you will——{[Reads.. 
Lod. He did not call; he's buſy in the paper. 
Is there diviſion *twixt my lord and Caſio? 
De. A moſt unhappy one; I would do much 
T' atone them, for the love I bear to C:/7e. 
Oth. Fire and brimſtone | 
Def. My lord! | 
Oth. Are you wile ? 
Def. What, is he angry? 
Led. May be the letter mov'd him. 
For, as I think, they do command him home, 
Deputing Caſio in his Government. 
Deſ. Truſt me, I am glad on't. 
Oh. Indeed! [Aft 
D My lord! 
Oth. I am glad to ſee you mad. 
Def. Why, ſweet Othello? 
Oth. Devil - [Striking her. 
Def. T have not deſerv'd this. 
Lod. My lord, this would not be believ'd in Venice, 
Though I ſhould ſwear, I ſaw't. "Tis very much; 


Make her amends, ſhe weeps. 


Oth. Oh devil, devil! 
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If that the earth could teem with woman's tears, 
Each drop, ſhe falls, Would prove g crocodile : 
e | e 
Dq. Iwill not ſtay t' offend you. [ig. 
Lod. Truly, an obedient lady: 
I do beſeech „dur lordſhip, call her baclc. 
Oth. Miſtreſs, | 12 
Def. Lt lord. | 
Oth. What would you with her, Sir? 
nenne 
Orth. Ay; you did wiſn, that I would make her turn: 
Sir, ſhe can turn and turn, and yet go on; 
And turn again. And ſhe can weep, Sir, weep; 
And ſhe's obedient : as you ſay, obedient; 
Very obedient proceed you in your tears 
Concerning this, Sir——oh well- painted paſſion !— 
I am commanded home get you away, 
I'll ſend for you anon — Sir, I obey the mandate, 
And will return to Yenice—Hence, avant 
| | [Exit Deſdemona. 
Ca ſſis ſhall have my place. And, Sir, to-night 
J do entreat that we may ſup together. 
You are welcome, Sir, to Cyprus 
Goats and Monkies ! (Exit. 


SCENE VII. 
Manent Lodovico, and Iago. 


Lod. Is this the noble Moor, whom our full Senate 
Call all-in-all ſuficient ? This the Nature, 
Which paſſion could not ſhake? whoſe ſolid virtue 
The ſhot of accident, nor dart of chance, 
Could neither raze, nor pierce ? 
Iago. He is much chang'd. 
Lod. Are his wits ſafe ? is he not light of brain? 
Iago. 1 what he is; I may not breathe my cen- 
ure. 
What he might be, if what he might he is not, 
I would to heaven, he were! | 
Lod. What, ſtrike his wife ! | 
Iago. ix aith, that was not ſo well; yet, would 1 
knew, | 


That ſtroke would prove the worſt. 


Lod. 


/ 
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Lad. Is it his uſe? 
Or did the letters work upon his blood, 1 
And new-create this fault? 1 
Jago. Alas, alas ! | 4 
It is not honeſty in me to ſpeak 


1 

What I have ſeen and known. You ſhall obſerve him, 8 
And his own courſes will denote him ſo, th 
That I may fave my ſpeech. Do but go after, 4 
And mark how he continues, | 1 

Lod. Tm ſorry, that I am deceiv'd in him. | 

a [ Excant, | ! | 
. 


SCENE VIII. 


Changes to an Apartment in the Palace. | | 
Enter Othello and Emilia. 1 


Orth. OU have ſeen nothing then ? if 
Y mil. Nor ever heard, nor ever did it 
ſuſpect. 9 

O2h. Ves, you have ſeen Caſſio and her together. 4 


Anil. But then I ſaw no harm; and then I heard 
Each ſyllable, that breath made up between them. 
Oth, What? did they never ier ? # 
mil. Never, my lord. | 1 
Othb. Nor ſend you out o' th' way? 1 
Emil. Never. | 
0th. To fetch her fan, her gloves, her maſk, nor no- | 
thing ? 1 | f 
mil. Never, my lord. 5 i 
Oth. That's ſtrange ! | 
mil. I durſt, my lord, to wager ſhe is honeſt, 
Lay down my ſoul at ſtake : if you think other, 
Remove your thought, it doth abuſe your boſom. 
If any wretch hath put this in your head, 
Let heav'n requite it with the ſerpent's curſe ! 
For if ſhe be not honeſt, chaſte and true, 
There's no man happy ; the pureſt of their wives 
Is foul as ſlander. 4 
Oth. Bid her come hither, go. [Exit Emilia. 
She ſays enough; yet ſhe's a imple bawd, 
That cannot fay as much. This 1s a ſubtle whore, 
195 D A cloſet 


8weep'd me in poverty to the very lips, 
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A cloſet lock and key of villainous ſecrets ; 


And yet ſhe'll knee), and pray: I've feen her do't, 


SCENE IX. 


Enter Deſdemona and Emilia. 


Deſ. My lord, what is your will? 
Oth. Pray you, chuck, come hither. 
De/. What is your pleaſure ? 
Otb. Let me ſee your eyes; look in my face. 
Deſ. What horrible fancy's this? 
-Oth. Some of your function, miſtreſs, 
Leave procreants alone, and ſhut the door 
Cough, or cry, hem, if any body come. 
Your myſtery, your myſtery ; nay, diſpatch. 
; e Emilia. 
Deſ. Upon my knee, what doth your ſpeech import? 
I underſtand a fury in your words, 
But not your words. 
Oth. Why? what art thou? 
Def. Your wife, my lord; your true and loyal wife. 
Oth, Come, ſwear it; damn thy ſelf ; leſt, being 
like one 
Of heav'n, the devils themſelves ſhould fear to ſeize 
thee. | 
Therefore be double-damn'd ; ſwear, thou art honeſt. 
Def. Heaven doth truly know it. 
Oth. Heav'n truly knows, 
That thou art falſe as hell. 
Def. To whom, my lord? 
With whom? how am I falſe ? 
Oth. Ah, Deſdemona ! away, away, away 
Def. Alas, the heavy day ! why do you weep? |, 
Am I the motive of theſe tears, my lord? 
If, haply, you my father do ſuſpect 
An inſtrument of this your calling back, 
Lay ndt your blame on me; if you have loſt him, 


Why, I have loſt him too. 


Otb. Had it pleas'd heav'n 5 
To try me with affliction, had he rain'd 
All kind of ſores and ſhames on my bare head, 
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Giv'n to captivity me and my hopes; 

I ſhould hve bound in ras place of my ſoul 

A drop of patience. But, alas, to make me 

A fixed figure for the hand of ſcorn 

To point his flow unmoving finger at 

Yet could I bear that too, well, very well. 

But there, where I have garner'd up my heart, 

Where either I muſt live, or bear no life, 

The fountain from the which my current runs, 

Or elſe dries up; to be diſcarded thence ; 

Or keepit as a ciſtern, for foul toads 

To knot and gender in : Turn thy complexion thence, 

Patience, thou young, and roſe-lipp'd cherubin ; 

I here look-grim as hell. | 
De/. J hope, my noble lord eſteems me honeſt. 
Oth. Oh, ay, as ſummer flies are in the ſhambles, 

That quicken ev'n with blowing. 

O, thou bale weed, why art fo lovely fair ? 

Thou ſmell'ſt ſo ſweet that the ſenſe akes at thee. 

Would, thou had'ſt ne'er been born. 

Def. Alas, what ignorant ſin have I committed? 
Oth. Was this fair paper, this moſt goodly book, 
Made to write whore upon ? what, what committed ? 

Committed ?—oh, thou publick commoner ! 

| ſhould make very forges of my checks, 

That would to cynders burn up modeſty, 

Did but I ſpeak thy deeds. What, what committed ? 

Heay'n ſtops the noſe at it, and the moon winks ; 

The bawdy wind, that kiſſes all it meets, 

Is huſh'd within the hollow mine of earth, 

And will not hear't. What committed? —Impudent 

Strumpet |! 
De/. By heav'n, you do me wrong. 
Oth. Are not you a trumpet ? 
. Deſ. No, as T am a chriſtian. 

H to preſerve this Veſſel for my lord 

From any other, foul, unlawful, Touch, 

Be not to be a ſtrumpet, I am none. 

Oth. What, not a whore? 
De/. No, as I ſhall be faved. 
Oth. Is't poſſible? 


D 2 De/. 
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Deſ. Oh, heav'n forgive us. 


Ozh. I cry you mercy, then. 
I took you for that cunning whore of Venue; 
That married with O75 


SCENE x. 


Enter Emilia. 
Vou, miſtreſs, 
That have the office to St. Peter, 
And keep the gate of hell; You! you! ay, you? 
We have done our courſe, there's money for your pains, 
I pray you, turn the key, and keep our counſel. 2 
Emil. Alas, what does this gentleman conceive ? 
How do you, madam ? hew do you, my good lady? 
Deſ. Faith, half aſleep. 
LE mil. ow madam, what's the matter with my 
lord ? 
Deſ. With whom? 
mil. Why, with my lord; madam ! 
Def. Who is thy lord? 
mil. He that is yours, ſweet lady. 
Def. I have none; do not talk to me, /Z#milia, 
J cannot weep; nor anſwer have I none, 
But what ſhould go by water. Pray, to night 
Lay on my bed my wedding ſheets, remember; 
And call thy huſband hither. 
Z2Emil. Here's a change indeed! [Exit. 
Def. Tis meet I ſhould be us'd ſo, very meet: 
How have I been behav'd, that he might ſtick 
The ſmall't opinion of my leaſt miſule ? 


SCENE XI. 


Enter Iago and Emilia. 
Tago. What is your pleaſure, Madam? how is't with 
ou ? 

Def. , tell; thoſe, that do teach your babes, 
Do it with gentle means, and eaſie taſcs; 
He might have chid me ſo: for, in good faith, 
1am a child to chiding. 

Lago. What's the matter, lady? 
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Emil. Alas, Iago, my lord hath ſo bewhor'd her, 
Thrown ſuch deſpight and heavy terms upon her, 
That true hearts cannot bear it. 

Def. Am I that name, Igo? 

Jago. What name, fair lady? 

Def. Such, as, ſhe ſaid, my lord did ſay I was. 


Emil. He call'd her whore; a beggar, in his drink, 


Could nat have laid ſuch terms upon his callet. 
Tago. Why did he ſo ? 
Def. I do not know; I'm ſure, I am none ſuch. 
lago. Do not-weep, do not weep ; alas, the day! 
mil. Hath ſhe forſook ſo many noble matches? 
Her father ? and her country ? and her friends ? 
To be call'd whore? would it not make one weep ? 
Def. It is my wretched fortune. 


lage. Beſhrew him for't ! how comes this trick upon 


him? 
Def. Nay, heav'n doth know. | 
Emil. I will be hang'd , if ſome eternal villain, 
Some buſie and inſinuating rogue, 
Some cogging, cozening ſlave, to get ſome office, 
Has not devis d this ſlander: I'll be hang'd elſe. 
Iago. Fie, there is no ſuch man; it is impoſſible. 
De/-If any ſuch there be, heav'n pardon him! 
Emil. A halter pardon him, and hell gnaw his 
bones ! 
Why ſhould he call her whore? who keeps her com- 
ny ? | | 
What * what time? what form? what likeli- 
hood ? 
The Moor's abus'd by ſome moſt villainous knave, 
Some baſe notorious knave, ſome ſcurvy fellow. 
Oh heav'n, that ſuch companions thou'dit unfold, 
And put in every honeſt hand a whip, 
To laſh the raſcal naked through the world, 
Ev'n from the eaſt to th' weſt. 
Iago. Speak within Doors. 
Emil. Oh, fie upon them! ſome ſuch 'ſquire he 
was, 
That turn'd your wit the ſeamy ſide without: 
And made you to ſuſpe& me with the Moor. 
Jago. You are a fool; go to. 


3 Def. 
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Def. Alas, Iago, | 
What ſhall I do to win my lord again? 
Good friend, go to him ; by this light of heav'n, 
I know not how I loſt him. Here I kneel ; 
| G | } [ Kneeling, 
If e'er my will did treſpaſs gainſt his love, 
Or in diſcourſe, or thought, or actual deed ; 
Or that mine eyes, mine ears, or any ſenſe, 
Delighted them on any other form ; 
Or that I do not yet, and ever did, 
And ever will, though he do ſhake me off 
To beggarly divorcement, love him dearly, 
Comfort forſwear me! Unkindneſs may do much; 
And his unkindneſs may defeat my life, 
But never taint my love. I can't ſay, whore ; 
It does abhor me, now I ſpeak the word ; 
To do the act, that might th' addition earn, 
Not the world's maſs of vanity cauld make me. 
Jago. I pray you, be content; tis but his hu- 
mour z 
The buſineſs of the State does him offence, 
And he does chide with you. 
Def. If twere no other, 
ago. It is but ſo, I warrant. \ [Trumpets. 
Hark, how theſe inſtruments ſummon to ſupper, 
The meſſenger of Venice ſtays the meat; 
Go in, and weep not; all things ſhall be well. 
[Excunt Deſdemona and Emilia. 


SCENE XII. 


Enter Rodorigo, to Iago. 


How now, Rodorigo ? | 
Rod. 1 do not find, that thou deal juſtly with 
me. | 
Jago. What in the contrary ? | 
Red. Every day thou doft'ſt me with ſome device, 
Jago; and rather, as it ſeems to me now, keep'ſt from 


me all conveniency, than ſupplieſt me with the leaſt ad- 


vantage of hope. I will, indeed, no longer endure it. 


Nor am I yet perſuaded to put up in peace what al- 
ready I have fooliſhly ſalter'd. | 


Lags. | 
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Jago. Will you hear me, Rodorigo ? 

Red. Faith, I have heard too much; and your words 
and performances are no kin. together. 

Jago. You charge me moſt unjuſtly, 

Rod. With nought but truth : I have waſted my 
ſelf out of my means. The jewels you have had 
from me, to deliver to De/d:mona, would. half have 
corrupted a Votariſt. You have told me, ſhe hath 
receiv'd them, and return'd me expectations and com- 
forts of ſudden reſpect and acquittance ; but I find 
none. 

Iago. Well, go to; very well. 

Rod. Very well, go to; I cannot go to, man, nor 
*tis not very well; nay, I think, it is ſcurvy, and begin 
to find my {elf fob'd in it. 

Iago. Very well. 

Rod. I tell you, tis not very well. I will make my 
ſelf known to De/demona : If ſhe will return me my 
jewels, I will give over my ſuit, and repent my unlaw- 
ful ſollicitation : if not, aſſure your ſelf, I will ſeek 
ſatisfaction of you. | 
lago. You have ſaid- now — 

Rod. Ay, and ſaid nothing, but what I proteſt in- 
tendment of doing. 


Iago. Why, now, I ſee there's mettle in thee ; and 


even from this inſtant do I build on thee a better opini- 
on than ever before. Give me thy hand, Rodrigo, 
thou haſt taken againſt me a molt juſt exception; but, 
I proteſt, I have dealt moſt directly in thy affair. 

Rod. It hath not appear'd. 

Lago. I grant, indeed, it hath not appear'd ; and 
your ſuſpicion is not without wit and jadgment. But, 
Rodrigo, if thou haſt That in thee indeed, which 1 
have greater reaſon to believe now than ever, (I mean, 
purpoſe, courage, and valour) this night ſhew it. If 
thou the next night following enjoy not De/demena, 
take me from this world with treachery, and deviſe 
engines for my life. 

Nod. WR ; what is it? is it within reaſon and com- 

als ? 

Tago. Sir, there 1s eſpecial Commiſſion come from 
Venice to depute Caſio in Othello's place. 

D 4 Rad. 
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Red. Is that true? why, then Othello and Deſdemona 
return again to Venice. | 
Lago. Oh, no; he goes into Mauritania, and taketh 
away with him the fair Deſdemona, unleſs his abode be 
2 here by ſome accident: Wherein none can be 
leterminate, as the removing of Caſio. | 

Rod. How do you mean removing him ? 

lago. Why, by making him incapable of Orbello's 
Place ; W out his brains. | 

Rod. And that you would have me to do ? 

lago. Ay, if you dare do your ſelf a profit and a 
right. He ſups to-night with a harlot ; and thither 
will JI go to him. He knows not yet of his honour- 
able fortune; if you will watch his going thence, 
(which I will faſhion to fall out between twelve and 
one) you may take him at your pleaſure. I will be 
near to ſecond your attempt, and he ſhall fall between 
us. Come, ſtand not amaz'd at it, but go along with 
me; I will ſhew you ſuch a neceſſity in his death, that 
you ſhall think your ſelf bound to put it on him. It is 
now high ſupper- time; and the night grows to waſte. 
About it. 285 

Nod. I will hear further reaſon for this. 

Iago. And you ſhall be ſatisfied. 


[Exeunt, 


SCENE XIII. 


Enter Othello, Lodovico, Deſdemona, Emilia, and 
Attendants. 


Lad. J do beſeech you, Sir, trouble your ſelf no 
further. 
Orb. Oh, pardon me; 'twill do me good to walk. 
Led. Madam, good night; I humbly thank your 
lady ſhip. 
Deſ. Your 13 is moſt welcome. 
'Oth. Will you walk, Sir? oh Deſdemona! —— 
Def. My lord. | 
Oth. Get you to bed on th' inſtant, I will be re- 
turn'd forthwith ; diſmiſs your attendant there ; look, 
it be done. | [Exit. 
Def. I will, my Lord, 
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Emil, How goes it now ? he looks gentler than he 
Def. He ſays, he will return incontinent; (did. 
And hath commanded me to go to bed, 
And bid me to diſmiſs you. 

Emil. Diſmiſs me! 

Def. It was his bidding; therefore, good Emilia, 
Give me my nightly Wearing, and adieu. 
We muſt not now diſpleaſe him. 
Emil. I would, you had never ſeen him! 
Def. So would not I; my love doth ſo approve him, 


That even his ſtubbornneſs, his checks, and frowns, 5 
(Pr'ythee, unpin me) have grace and favour in them. bf 
Emil. I have laid thoſe ſheets, you bad me, on the T 


bed. 14 
Def. All's one: good father! how fooliſh are our | 
If I do die before & pr'ythee, ſhroud me (minds? 
In one of theſe ſame ſheets. . 
LEmil. Come, come; you talk. | 2 14 
Deſ. My Mother had a maid call'd Barbara, . 
She was in love; and he, ſhe lov'd, forſook her, $3 
And ſhe prov'd mad : She had a ſong of abilloau, 
An old thing 'twas, but it expreſs d her fortune, 
And ſhe dy'd ſinging it. That ſong to-night 
Will not go from my mind; I've much ado, 
But to go hang my head all at one fide, 
And ſing it like poor Barbara. Pr'ythee, diſpatch; 
Emil. Shall I go fetch your night-gown ? 
Def. No, unpin me here; 
This Lodovico is a proper man. 
LEmil. Avery handſome man. 
Def. He ſpeaks well. 
mil. I know a lady in Venice would have walk'd . 
barefoot to Paleſtine for a touch of his nether lip. 
Def. The poor ſoul ſat ſinging by a ſycamore-tree, 
Sing all a green willow : (Singing. 
Her hand on her boſom, her head on her knee, 
Sing wvillow, qwillow, willow : 
The freſh fiream ram by her, and murmur'd ber mans; 
Sing willow, &c. | 
Her ſalt tears fell from her, and /o A the 1 | 
Sing willow, &C, 
Willow, Willow, &C. 
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(Pr'ythee, hye thee, he'll come anon.) 
Sing all a green willow muſt be my garland. 

Let no body blame him, his ſcorn I approve. 

Nay that's not next—Hark, who is it that knocks? 

mil. It's the wind. oF 

Del. IT call d my lowe falſe love ; but what ſuid he then? 

Sing willow, &c. 

EI court more women, you'll couch with more men. 
So, get thee gone, good-night ; mine eyes do itch. 
Doth that boad weeping ? 

LEmil. "Tis neither here nor there. 

De/. I have heard it ſaid ſo ; oh theſe men, theſe 
Doſt thou in conſcience think, tell me, Emilia, (men! 
That there be women do abuſe their huſbands 
In ſuch groſs kind ? 

Emil. There be ſame ſuch, no queſtion. 


Def. Would'ſt thou do ſucha deed for all the world? 


LEmil. Why, would not you? 

Def. No, by this heav'nly light. 

Emil. Nor I neither, by this heav'nly light: 
I might do't as well i' th' dark. 


Deſ. Would'ſ thou do ſuch a deed for all the world? 


mil. The world's a huge thing, 
It is a great price, for a ſmall vice. 
Def. In troth, I think, thou would'ſt not. 
Anil. In troth, I think, I ſhould ; and undo't, when 
I had done. Marry, I would not do ſuch a thing for a 
Jjoint-ring, nor for meaſures of lawn, nor for gowns, 
petticoats, nor caps, nor any petty exhibition. Bus 
for all the whole world ; why who would not make her 
huſband a cuckold, to make him a monarch ?. 1 
ſhould venture purgatory for't. 
De/. Beſhrew me, if I would do ſuch a wrong 
For the whole world. | 
Anil. Why, the wrong is but a wrong i' th'world ; 
and having the world for your labour, 'tis a wrong 
in your own world, and you might quickly make it 
right, 
95 Ido not think, there is any ſuch woman. 
mil. Ves, a dozen; and as many to th' vantage, as 
Would ſtore the world they plaid for. 
But, I do think, it is their huſbands' faults, 


1 
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If wives do fall: ſay, that they ſlack their duties, 
And owe our treaſures into foreign laps ; 
Or elſe break out in peeviſh jealouſies, 
Throwing reſtraint on us; or ſay, they ſtrike us, 
Or ſcant our former Having in deſpight ; 
Why, we have galls, and though we have ſome grace, 
Yet have we ſome revenge. Let huſbands know, _ 
'Their wives have ſenſe fe them; they ſee and ſmell, 
And have their palates both for ſweet and ſour, 
As huſbands have. What is it that they do, 
When they change us for others? is it ſport ? 
I think, it is; and doth affection breed it? 
I think, it doth; is't frailty, that thus ers ? 
It is ſo too. And have not we affections? 
Deſires for ſport ? and frailty, as men have? 
Then let them uſe us well; elſe let them know, 
The ills we do, their ills inſtruct us to. 
Deſ. Good-night, good-night ; heaven me ſuch uſes 
ſend, 
Not to pick bad from bad ; but by bad, mend ! 
| [Excunt, 


—_— 


ACT Y SCENTS 1. 
A Street before he Palace. 


Enter Iago and Rodorigo. 
Togo. ERE, ſand: behind this bulk. Straight 


will he come: 
Wear thy good rapier bare, and put it home; 
Quick, quick, fear nothing; I'll be at thy elbow. 
It makes us, or it marrsus: Think on That, 
And fix moſt firm thy reſolution. 
Rod. Pe near at hand, I may miſcarry in't. 


Jago. Here, at thy hand; be bold and take thy ſword, 


Red. I have no great devotion to the deed, 
Yet he bath given me ſatisfying reaſons : 
Tis but a man gone. Forth, my ſword : he dies. 
; [ Stands apart. 
Iago. 
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, Tags. 2 rubb'd this young Gnat almoſt to the 
enſe, 
And he grows angry. Now, whether he kill Ca 
Or Ca ſſio him, Eh do kill the other, us 
Every way makes my gain. Live Rodrigo, 
He calls me to a reftitation large | 
Of gold and jewels, that I bob'd from him, 
As gifts to De/demona. 10 a 
It muſt not be. If Caſſo do remain, 
He hath a daily beauty in his life, 
That makes me ugly; and, beſides, the Moor 
May unfold me to him; there ſtand I in peril : 
No, he muſt die. Be it ſo; I hear him coming. 
; Enter Caſſio. 
Rod. I know his gait ; tis he: villain, thou dyeſt. 
| [ He runs at Caſſio, and wounds him, 
Caſ. That thruſt had been mine enemy indeed, 
But that my coat is better than thou know'ſ : 
I will make proof of thine. 
(Fight. Iago cuts Caſſio behind in the leg, and exit. 
[Then Rodorigo and Caſſio fall. 
Nod. Oh, I am lain. | 
Caſ. Tm maim'd for ever; help, hoa! murther, 
murther ! | 


SCENE II, 
Enter Othello abowe at a window. 


Oh. The voice of Caſſio, — lago keeps his word. 

Red. Oh, villain that I am! 

Oth. It is even ſo. 

Caſ. Oh, help, ho! light! a ſurgeon! 

Oth. Tis he! oh brave Jago, honeſt and juſt, 
That haſt ſuch noble ſenſe of thy friend's wrong; 
Thou teacheſt me——Minion, your Dear lies dead; 
And your fate hyes apace.—Strumpet, I come: 
From off my heart, thoſe charms, thine eyes, are blotted: 
Thy bed, luſt-ſtain d, ſhall with luſt's blood be ſpotted. 
. LE 5 [Exit Othello. 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. 


Enter Lodovico and Gratiano, at a diftance. 
Caf. What, ho! no watch? no paſſage ? murther, 
murther ! | 
| Gra. "Tis ſome miſchance; the voice is very direful. 
Ca/. Oh help! 
Lod. Hark! 
Rod. Oh wretched villain ! 
Lod. Two or three groans. It is a heavy night; 
Theſe may be counterfeits : let's think't unſafe 
To come into the cry, without more help. | 
Rod. No body come? then ſhall I bleed to death. 


Enter Iago, in his ſhirt, with a Light and Sword, 


Lod. Hark 
Gra. Here's one comes in his ſhirt with light and 
weapons. | 7 
Jago. Who's there? whoſe noiſe is this, that cries 
out murther ? 

Lod. We do not know. 

Iago. Do not you hear a cry? 

Caf. Here, here: for heav'n's ſake, help me. 

Iago. What's the matter? 

Gra. This is Ozhello's Ancient, as I take it. 

Lod. The ſame, indeed, a very valiant fellow. 

Jago. What are you here, that cry ſo grievoully ? 

Caf. Iago ? oh I'm ſpoild, undone by villains ! 
Give me ſome help. 

Iago. Oh me, lieutenant ! what villains have done this? 

Caf. I think, that one of them is hereabout ; | 
And cannot make away. 

Tago. Oh treacherous villains ! 
What are you there? come in, and give ſome help, 

[{o Lod. and Gra. 


Rod. Oh, help me there. 
Caſ. That's one of them. 
lago, Oh murth'rous flave ! oh villain ! 
[lago fabs him. 
Nod. Oh damn'd Jago! oh inhuman dog! 
ago, Kill men th” dark? where be theſe bloody 
thieves? ” 515" 
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How filent is this town ? ho, murther ! murther ! 
What may you be? are you of good or evil? 
Lod. As you ſhall prove us, praiſe us. 
Lago. Signior Lodowico? | 
© Lod: He, Sir. 
Lago. 1 cry you mercy ! here's Caſſio, hurt by villains. 
Gra. Cas? | 
Tago, How is't, brother? 
Ga. My leg is cut in two. 
Iago. Marry, heav'n forbid ! 
Light, gentlemen, I'll bind it with my ſhirt. 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Bianca. 
Bian. What is the matter, hoa, who is't that cry'd ? 
lago. Who is't that cry'd ? | 
Bian. Oh my dear Coffro, 
My ſweet Caffio, oh Caſſio, Cofſio, Ca ſſio 

Iago. O notable firumpet ! Caſſio, may you ſuſpect 
Who they ſhould be, that have thus mangled you ? 

Caf. No. 

Gra. I'm ſorry to find you thus: 

J have been to ſeek you. | 

Ingo. Lend me a garter. So—Oh for a chair 
To bear him eaſily hence. 

Bian. Alas, he faints. Oh Caſſio, Caſſio, Caſſie! 

Ingo. Gentlemen all, I do ſuſpect this Traſh | 
To be a party in this- Injury. ' 
Patience a while, good Caſſio; come, come: 

Lend me a Light: know we this face, or no? 
Alas, my friend, and my dear countryman 
Rodorigo? no: Yes, ſure : yea, tis Rodorigo. 
Gra. What, of Venice? ; 
Lago. Even he, Sir: did you know him? 
+ Gra. Know him? ah! 

Iago. Signior Gratians? I cry your gentle pardon : 
Theſe bloody accidents muſt excuſe my manners, 
That ſo neglected. you. | 

Gra. I am glad to ſee you. | 
Ingo. How do you, Ca oh, a chair, a chair. 
Gra. Rodori go:? 1 1 
i Lago. 


1 


Moor of VENI x. 97 
ago. He, he, tis he: oh, that's well ſaid, the chair. 
Some good man bear him carefully from hence; 

T'll fetch the General's ſurgeon. For you, miſtreſs, 

Save you your labour. He that lies ſtain here, Cao, 

Was my dear friend. What malice was between you ? 
Caf. None in the world; nor do I know the man, 
Jago. What, look you pale? — oh, bear him out 

o' th' air. | 

Stay you, good gentlemen. Look you pale, miſtreſs ? 

Do you perceive the gaſtneſs of her eye ? [ To Bianca, 

Nay, if you ſtare, we ſhall hear more anon. 

Behold her well; I pray you, look upon her; 

Do you ſee, gentlemen ? nay, guiltineſs 

Will ſpeak, though tongues were out of uſe, 


SCENE V. 


Enter Emilia. 
mil. Alas, what is the matter ? 
What is the matter, husband? 
lago. Coffio hath there been ſet on in the dark 
By Redbrigo, and feliows that are ſcap'd: 
He's almoſt ſlain, and Rodorigo dead. 
Emil. Alas, good gentleman ! alas, good Ca/7s / 
lage. This is the fruit of whoring Pray, 
/Emilia, 
Go know of Caſſio where he ſupt to night. 
What, do you ſhake at that ? 
Bian. He ſupt at my houſe, but I therefore ſhake 
| not. 
Ingo. Oh, did he ſo? I charge you go with me. 
mil. Oh fie upon thee, ſtrumpet! 
Bian. I am no ſtrumpet, but of life as honeſt 
As you that thus abuſe me. 
/Emil. As I he upon thee ! | 
Togo. Kind gentlemen, let's ſee poor Caſio dreſt. 
Come, miſtreſs, you muſt tell's another tale, 
Emilia, run you to the citadel, 
And tell my lord and lady what hath hap'd : 
Will you go on afore ? This is the night, 
That either makes me, or foredoes me quite. 
1 TT!⸗eunt, Iago following. 
SCENE 


* 
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SCENE VI. 


A Bed-chamber : Deſdemona is difeowered - 
afleep in her Bed. 


Eater Othello, avith a Light and a Sword. 


Othb. It is the cauſe, it is the cauſe, my ſoul 
Let me not name it to you, you chaſte Stars ! 
It is the cauſe. Yet I'll not ſhed her Blood, 
Nor ſcar that whiter skin of hers than ſnow, 
And ſmooth as monumental alabaſter: 

[ Lays down the feword, 

Yet ſhe muſt die; elſe ſhe'll betray more men. 
Put out the light, and then 
If I quench thee, thou flaming miniſter, 
I can again thy former light reſtore, 
Should I repent : but once put out y light, 
Thou cunning'ft pattern of exce'ling nature, 
I know not where is that Prometbean heat, | 
That can thy light re-lumine.—[ Sets down. the taper, 
When I have pluck'd thy roſe, | 
I cannot give it vital growth again; 
It needs muſt wither. IU ſmell thee on the tree; 


Oh balmy breath, that doſt almoſt perſwade 

Juſtice to break her ſword ! One more ; one 
more; 

Be thus when thou art dead, and J will kill thee, 


[Kiſing ber. 


And love thee after. One more, that's the laſt; 


So ſweet, was ne'er ſo fatal! I muſt weep, 
But they are cruel tears: this Sorrow's heav'nly; 


It ſtrikes, where it doth love. She wakes—— 


Def. Who's there? Othello! 

Oth. Ay, Deſa mona. | 

Def. Will you come to bed, my Lord ? 
Oh. Haye you pray'd to night, De/demona ? 

Deſ. Ay, my Lord. | 

Otb. If you bethink your ſelf of any crime 
Unreconcil'd as yet to heav'n and grace, 
Sollicit for it ſtraight. 


Def. Alack, my Lord, 


Put out the light 
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Wh may you mean by That? 
h, Well, do it, and be brief; I will walk lis 

1 wools not kill thy unprepared ſpirit, 
No, (heav'ns forefend!) I would not kill thy ſoul. 

Def. Talk you of killing? 

Oth. Ay, Ido. 

De. Then heav'y have mercy on me! 

Oth. Amen, with all my heart. 

Def. If you ſay ſo, I hope, you will not kill me. 

Orth. Hum. 

Deſ. And yet I fear you: for you're fatal then, 
When your eyes rowl ſo. Why I ſhould fear, I know 

not, 

Since guilt I know not: yet, I feel, I fear, 

Oh. Think on thy fins. 

De/. They're Loves I bear to you. 

855 Ay, and for That thou dy'ſt. 

That death's unnatural, — kills for loving. 

1 Why gnaw you ſo your nether lip ? 
Some bloody paſſion ſhakes your very 
Theſe are portents: but yet I hope, I hope, 
They do not point on me. 

Oth. Peace, and be ſtill. 

Deſ. I will fo : what's the matter? 

Och. That handkerchief 
Which I ſo low d, and gave thee, thou gav'ſt Colo. 

Def. No, by my life and ſoul: ſend For the man, 
And aſk him. 

Oth. Sweet Soul, take heed, take heed of perjury ; 

Thou art on thy death-bed. 
De. Ay, but not yet to die. 

Oth. Preſently ; 
Therefore confeſs thee freely of thy fin : 
For to deny each article with oath, 
Cannot remove, nor choak, the ſtrong conception 
That I do groan withal. Thou art to die. 

De/. Oh, heav'n have mercy on me ! 

Oh. I ſay, amen. 

Deſ. And! have you mercy too I never did 
Offend you in my life; never lov'd Caſſio, 
But with ſuch general warranty of heav'n, 
As I might love, I never gow hun token. 


Oth; 
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Oth, By heav'n, I faw my handkerchief in's hand. 


Oh perjur'd woman! thou doſt ſtone my heart; 
And mak'ſt me call, what I intend to do, 

A murther, which I thought a ſacrifice. 

I ſaw the handkerchief. 


Def. He found it then; 


I never gave it him; ſend for him hither, 
Let him confeſs a truth. 


Oth. He hath confeſt. 
Def. What, my lord? 


Oth. That he hath us'd thee——. 


De. How? unlawfully ? 


Oth. Ay. 
Deſ. He will not ſay ſo. 
Orth. No, his mouth is ſtopp'd; 


Honeſt Jago hath-ta'en order for't. 


Def. My fear interprets then 


Had ſtomach for them all. 


Deſ. Alas, he is betray'd, and I undone. 

Ott. Ln ſtrumpet ! weep'ſt thou for him to my 
ace ? | | 

De/. Oh baniſh me, my Lord, but kill me not; 

Oth. Down, ſtrumpet. 8 

Def. Kill me to morrow, let me live to-night.: - 


Otb. Nay, if you ſtrive— 


Def. But half an hour. | 
Oth. Being done, there is no pauſe. 
Def. But while I ſay one prayer. 


Otb. It is too late. [He ſmothers her, 


SCENE VI. 


| Emilia, at the door. 

LEmil. My lord, my lord! what hoa! my lord, 
my lord ! a 

Oth. What noiſe is this? not dead? not yet quite 
dead ? 


J that am cruel, am yet merciful ; 
I would not have thee linger in thy pain. 
So, ſo. | ö 


= 


Emil. within.) What hoa! my Lord, my Lord „ | 


My f What, is he dead ? 
Oh. Had all his hairs been lives, my great revenge 
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o. Who's there ? 
 ZEmil. Oh, my good Lord, I would ſpeak a word 


with you. 


Oth. Yes, tis Afmilia—by and by—ſhe's dead, 
"Tis like, ſhe comes to ſpeak of Caſſio's death; 
The noiſe was high. Ha, no more moving? 
Still as the Grave. Shall ſhe come in ? were't good ? 
I think, ſhe ſtirs again——No——what's the beſt? 
If ſhe come in, ſhe'll, ſure, ſpeak to my wife; 
My wife! my wife! what wife? I have no wife. 
Oh inſupportable! oh heavy hour 
Methinks, it ſhould be now a huge eclipſe 
Of Sun, and Moon, and that th" Aafrighted globe 
Should yawn at alteration 
LE mil. I beſeech you, 
That I may ſpeak with you. Oh, good my lord— 
Oth. I had forgot thee; oh, come in, Emilia. 
Soft, by and by, let me the curtains dra. 
Where art thou ? what's the matter with thee now ? 


 [Unhochs the” door. 

Enter Emilia. 
mil. Oh, my good lord, yonder's foul murther 
Oth, What ? now? (done, 


Emil. But now, my Lord. 

Oh. It is the very error of the Moon; 
She comes more near the Earth than ſhe was wont, 
And makes men mad. 

Anil. Caſſio, my lord, hath kill'd 
A young Venctian, call'd Rodbri go. 

Oth. Redorigo kill d? and Con kill'd? 

Emil. No, Coffio is not kill'd. 

Oth. Not Caſſio kill'd ? then murther's out on nn 
And ſweet revenge grows harſh. 

D:/. Oh, falſely, falſely murther'd!— 

Emil. Alas ! what cry is that? 

Oth. That? what ? 

Emil. Out, and alas! that was my lady's voice., 
Help! help, hoa! help! oh lady, ſpeak again; 
Sweet Deſdemona ! oh ſweet miſtreſs, ſpeak. 

Def. A guiltleſs death I die. 

Emil. Oh, who hath done this deed ? 

De/. No body, I my ſelf, farewel ; 
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Commend me to my kind Lord; oh,farewel. ¶ Dies. 
.Qth. Why, how ſhould ſhe be murther'd ? 
mil. Alas! who knows? | 
Orth. You heard her ſay, herſelf, it was not I. 
Anil. She ſaid ſo, I muſt needs report the truth, 
Oth. She's like a lyar gone to burning hell; 
Twas I, that kill'd her. 
mil. Oh, the more Angel: ſhe, and you the 
blacker Devil. 
Oth. She turn d to folly, and ſhe was a whore. 
Anil. Thou doſt bely her, and thou art a Devil. 
O:h. She was falſe as water. 
Sil. Thou art raſh as fire, to ſay f 
That ſhe was falſe. Oh, ſhe was heav'nly true. 
Oth. Caſſio did top her; aſk thy huſband elſe. 
— I N * — all depth * hell, 
ut that I did proceed upon juſt groun 
To e extremity. 'Thy-hulband knew it all. 
Al. My huſbandd 
Orb. Thy huſband. 
nil. That the was falſe to wedlock? 
Orth. Ax, with Caſio: had ſhe been true, 
I heav'n would make me ſuch another World, 
Of one entire and perfect Chryſolite, | 
I'd not have fold her for it. 
Amil. My huſband! | 
Ozh. Ay, twas he that told me firſt : 
An honeſt man he is, and hates the ſlime 
That ſticks on filthy deeds. 
Anil. My huſband ! 
Oth. What needs this iteration, woman? 
1 fay, thy huſband. 


* 


love. 
My huſband ſay, ſhe was falſe! 
Othb. He, woman; | | 
I ſay, thy huſband ; doi underſtand the word? 
My friend, thy huſband, honeſt, honeft Iago. 
Anil. If he ſay ſo, may his pernicious ſoul. 
Rot half a grain a day! he lyes to th heart. 
She was too fond of her moſt filthy bargain. 
Oth. Ha 


= 


nil. Oh miſtreſs! villainy has made mocks with 


Emil 0 
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nl. Do thy wort: 
This deed of thine is no more worthy heav'n, 
Than thou waſt worthy her. 

©+h. Peace, you were beſt. 
HEmil. Thou haſt not half that power to do we 
A5 1 have to be hurt: oh gull? oh dolt! 
As ignorant as dirt ! thou'ft dene a deed 
I care not for thy werd, I'll make thee known, 
Though I loſt twenty-lives—Help ! help; hon; help? 
The — hath kill'd my: miſtreſs. Mürther, murther! 


SCENE VIII. 


Enter Montano, Gratiano, Iago, and ot bers. 
Mon. What is the matter ? how now, General ? 
LEmil. 5 are you come, {ago ? you have done 
weu, 
That men muſt lay their murthers on your neck. 
Gra, What is the matter? 
Emil. Diſprove this villain, if thou be'ſt a man; 
He ſays, thou toldſt him that his wife was falſe: 
I know, thou didſt not; thou'rt not ſuch a villain. 
Speak, for my heart is full. 
1ago. I told him what I thought; and told no more, 
Than what he found himſelf was apt and true. 
AEmil. But did you ever tell him, ſhe was falſe ? 
Jago. I did. 
nil. You told a lye; an odious, damned, lye : 
Upon my ſoul, a lye : a wicked lye. 
She falſe with Caffo ? did you ſay, with Caſo ? 
Jago. With Caffio, miſtreſs; go to, charm your 
tongue. 
* J will not charm my tongue; I'm bound te 
My mitten bs here murther'd in her bed. 
"All Oh heavens forefend'! 
Emil. And your reports have ſet the murther on,” 
Oth, Nay, ſtare not, maſters ; it is true, l 
Gra. "Tis a ſtrange truth. 
Mon. Oh monſtrous act! 
mil. Villainy! villainy ! villainy! ; 
. I think 
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1 think upon I think—I ſmell't—Oh villainy ! 


I thought ſo then; I'll kill my ſelf for grief 
Oh villainy, villainy ! ! 


Lago. — ng are you mad ? I charge you, get 4 


2 0 © Good gentlemen, let me have leave to 


"Ts prope Ef AA him, but not now: 

Perchance, Jago, I will ne'er go home. 

Orth. Oh! ch oh! fOthello falls on the bed, 
nil. Nay, lay thee down and raar : 

For thou haſt Wird the ſweeteſt Innocent, 

That e' er did lift up exe. 

Oth. Oh, ſhe was foul! [E. ing. 
I ſcarce did know you, Uncle; there lies your Niece, 
Whoſe breath, indeed, theſe hands have newly ftop'd ; 
I know, this at ſhews horrible and grim. 

Gra. Poor Deſdemona ! I'm glad thy father's dead: 
Thy match was mortal to him; and pure grief 
Shore his old thread in twain. Did he live now, 
This fight would make him do a deſp'rate turn; 
Yea, curſe his better Angel from his ſide, | 
And fall to reprobation. 

Oth. "Tis pitiful ; but yet Jago knows, 

That ſhe with Caſio had the act of ſhame 

A thouſand times committed. Caſſio confeſt it; 
And ſhe did gratify his amorous works, 

With that recognizance and pledge of love 
Which I firſt gave her; I ſaw it in his hand; 

It was an han kerchief, an antique token 

My father gave my mother. 

mil. Gk. heav'n ! oh heav'nly Powers! 

Jago. Come, hold your peace. 

Emil. Twill out, 'twill out—I, peace! 

No, I will ſpeak as liberal as the air; 

Let heav'n, and men, and devils, let them all, 

All, all cry ſhame againſt me, yet Ill ſpeak. 
Toes: Be wiſe, and get you home. | 
Emil. I will not. [Iago offers to ſtab his wife. 


- Gra. Fie, your ſword upon a woman ? 
Emil. O thou dull Moor! that handle: 2rchief, thou 
08838 of, In 


I fo und 


I found 
For oft 
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J found by fortune, and did give my huſband; 


For often, with a ſolemn earneſtneſs, | 
(More than, indeed,.belong'd to ſuch a trifle) 
He begg'd of me to ſteal it. 
Jago. Villainous whore! ; 
mil. She give it Caffio ? alas, I found it, 
And ] did giv't my huſband. 
Jago. Filth, thou lieſt. 
Emil. By heav'n, I do not; I do not, gentle- 
men: 
Oh murd'rous coxcomb ! what ſhould ſuch a fool 
Do with ſo good. a wife? 
Iago "breaks through and wounds his wife, then 
runs out. 
Oth. Are there no ſtones in heav'n ? 
For what then ſerves the thunder ? precious villain ! 
Gra. The woman falls; ſure he has kill'd his 
8 
mil. Ay, ay; oh, lay me by my miſtreſs' ſide. 
Gra. He's gone, but his wife's kill'd. 
Mon. Tis a notorious villain ; take this weapon, 
Which I have here recover'd from the Moor: 
Come, guard the door without, let him not pals, 
But kill him rather; I'll after that ſame villain, 
For *tis a damned ſlave. [Exeunt Mon. and Gra. 
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Oth. I am not valiant neither; 
But every puny whipſter gets my ſword. 
But why ſhould honour out-live honeſty? 
Let it go all. | | 
mil. What did thy Song boad, lady? 
Hark, can'ſ thou hear me? 1 will play the ſwan, 
And die in muſick ; Willow, Willow, Nilas 
Moor, ſhe was chaſte ; ſhe lov'd thee, cruel Moor; 
So come my ſoul to bliſs, as I ſpeak true; 
So ſpeaking as I think, alas, I die. [Emilia die-. 
Oh. I have another weapon in this chamber, 
It was a ſword of Spain, the Ebro's temper ;_ 
Oh, here it is : Uncle, I muſt come forth. 


Gra. 
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Thou haſt as weapon, and petforce mult ſuffer. 
O:4. Look in upon me then, and ſpeak with me, . 
Or, naked as Iam, I will aſſault thee.” 13 
| Re-enter Gratiano, 
Gra. What is the matter? ; 
Oth. Lo! I have a weapon: 
A better never did itſelf ſuſtaiin 
Upon a ſoldier's thigh. Tue feen the day, 
That with this little arm, and this good ſword, 
I've made my way through more impediments, 
Than twenty times your ſtop. But, oh vain boaſt? 
W ho can controul his fate? tis not ſo now. | 
Be not afraid, thoꝰ you do ſee me weapon'd ; 
Here is my journey's end, here is my Butt, 
The very ſea-mark of my utmoſt fail. - 
Do you go back diſmay'd ? tis a loſt fear: 
Man but a ruſh againſt O- Hello's breaſt, 
And he retires. Where ſhould Othello go? 
Now——— how doſt thou look now? oh ill-ſtarr'd 
| Wench! 
Pale as thy fmock ! When we ſhall meet at compt, 
This look of thine will hurl my ſoul from heav'n, 
And fiends will ſnatch at it. Cold, cold, my Girl, 
Ev'n like thy chaſtity. O curſed flave ! 
Whip me, ye Devils, 
From the poſſeſſion of this heav'nly ſight; 
Blow me about in winds, roaſt me in ſulphur, 
- Waſh me in ſteep-down gulfs of liquid fire 
Oh Deſdemona ! Deſd:mona! dead, dead! oh, oh! 


SCENE X. 


Enter Lodovico, Caſſio led in wourded, Montano, and 
Iago priſoner, with Officers. 
Tod. Where is this raſh and moſt unfortunate man? 
Oth. That's he, that was Othello: here J am. 
Lod. Where is that viper? bring the villain forth. 
Orb. I look down tow'rds his feet; but That's a 


If that thou beeſt a Devil, I cannot kill thee. (fable. 
| ? [Othello wound: > 
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Led. Wrench his ſword bu, him?” nen 


Lago. I bleed, Sir, but not kill'd. | 

005. Lam not ſorry, neither: I'd have thee live; 
For, in my ſenſe, tis happineſs to die. 

«= Oh thou, Orbello, rr 

n in the praftice of a curſed . | 

What fal bz kal woe? 1 3 

Oth. Why, any thing; ”< 
Sri bonoutable murth'rer, if you : 
For nought I did in hate, but all in honour. | 

Lod. This wretch hath part confeſt his villainy : 
. 

Oth, Ay. 

Ci. Dear General, 1 never 

Ob. I do believe it, and I aſk your r pardon : 
Will you, I pray, demand that demiy-devil, 
Why he thus enſnar d my ſoul and body? 

Ingo. ——— me nothing 3 what you know, you 

ows 

From this time. forth I never will ſpeak word. 

Lod. What? not to pray? 

Gra. Torments will ope 1 

Ot. Well, thou doſt beſt. 


e you Cauſe. 


Lod. Sir, you ſhall underſtand what hath befall "ON 


Which, as.I'think, you kuow'not ; here's a letter, 
Found inthe pocket of the flain Redorigo, 
And here, another; one of them imports - 
The death of Caſio to be en, 
By Rodrigo 

Och. Oh villain! 

CY Moſt heatheniſh and moſt groſs 

Lod. Now, here's another diſcontented paper, 
Found in his pocket too; and this, it ſeems, 
Roderigo meant t'hav eſent this damned villain ; 
But that, belike, Iago in the interim 
Came in and ſatisfy'd him. | 

Orth. Oh thou pernicious caitiff! 
How came you, Cao, by that handkerchief _ 
That was my wife's? 

Caf. found it in my chamber; 
And he himſelf conſeſt it but even now; 
That there he dropt it for a LEES purpo'e, 


Which 


— —__ RR... At 


— 
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Which wrought to his deſine. | 

Otb. = ool, fool, fool ! he's: 

Caf. There is, beſides, in Rodorigo's letter, 
How he upbraids Jago that he made him 
Brave me upon the watch; whereon it came 
That I was caſt; and even now he 
After long ſeeming dead, ago hurt him, 

Iago ſet him on. Wh | ; 

Lid. You muſt ſorſake this room, and go with 

us; 2 a 
Your Pow'r and your Command is taken off, 
And Caffio rules in Gru. For this flave, 

F If there be any canning cruelty, 
That can torment him muell, and hold him long, 
It ſhall be his. You ſhall cloſe priſoner reſt, 

Lill that the nature of your fault be known 
To the Fenetian State, Come, bring him away. 

Oh. Soft you; a word or two, before you go. 
fe done the State ſome ſervice, and they know't ; 

No more of that. I pray you, in your letters, 

When you ſhall theſe unlucky deeds relate, 

Speak of me as I am : Nothing extenuate, 

Nor * __ aught in malice. Then muſt you 
a . 

Of one — lov'd not wiſely, but too well; 

Of one, not eaſily jealous: but, being wrought, 

Perplex'd in the extream ; of one, whoſe hand, 

Like the baſe Judian, threw a pearl away 
Richer than all his tribe; of one, whoſe eyes, 

Albeit unuſed to the melting mood, : 
Drop tears as faſt as the Arabian trees 

Their medicinal gum; Set you down this : 

And ſay beſides, that in Aleppo once, 

Where a malignant and a.turban'd Turk 

Beat 2 J. enetian,, and traduc'd the State, 

I took by th' throat the circumciſed dog, 

And ſmote him thus. Stabs himfelr 

Lod. Obloody period ! 

Gra. All, that is ſpoke, is marr'd. 

rh. I kiſt thee, ere 1 kill'd thee. No way but 

this, [To Deſdemona. 
Killing 


— — P - * 


Naber f VIV Ic. 90 
Killing myſelf, to die upon a kiſs. [dies 
Caf. This did I fear, but thought he had no weapons 
For he was great of heart. 
Led. Oh Spartan dog ! [To Jago. 
More fell than anguiſh, hunger, or the ſea! 
Look on the tragic loading of this bed ; 
This is thy work ; the object poiſons ſight, — 
Let it be hid. Gratiano, keep the houſe, 
And ſeize upon the fortunes of the Moor, 
For they ſucceed to you.. To you, lord Governor, 
Remains the cenſure of this helkhſh villain: 
The time, the place, the torture, oh! inforce it. 
My ſelf will ſtraight aboard; and to the State 


This heavy act, with heavy heart, relate. [Exeant. 
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— Similies, 


OTHE. L L O. 'F 

LD make herons) Page 82 

4 5 on her C aw en 8e IT 

7 4 , . ” 14 

25 

41 1 33 

Kar" { 41 

f f 5 2 27 70 

Drankenneſs, an nmahly Nee. | 1 £40 
Engliſomey ridicul d for hard Drinking. . 34 
Invention, à dull one deſcrib'd. 27 
I deſcrib d. SP :: 40 


I of, Abſence... & ail 3 
Service of importance to the State, own'd 


ago. 7 
— owns himſelf of Royal Deſcent, and Love the 
ſole motive of his marrying De/demona. 92 

— ſeized and inſulted by her F or: 


Saccus d by him before the Duke, he relates the 


Othelh, 


whole progreſs of his Amour. 
—deſcrib'd-by 9b credutons, 
| — his meeting at Cyprus with Dei mona. 2 28 
— Ago 5 to work him up to Jealouſy. 47 
— his Soliloquy after it. 


— his Jealouſy confirm'd, a beautiful Scene. 
— aſks Dena for the Handkerchicf, tells the Vir- 


tues of it. 60 
— his Paſſion work'd up by ago till he falls into a 
trance, 66 
— liſtens to Ca/77's diſcourſe with Ingo. 68 
— wrought up to fury, he reſolves to marther Deſde- 
mona. 69 
— ſtrikes Deſdemona. | | 71 
examines her and Æmilia. | 74 
— kills Deſdemona. | 90 
L his bitter remorſe after. 96 
— he kills himſelf. 98 
Preferment, gain d by favour not merit. 4 
Patience. : — © 
Reputation. | h 39 
— item | ©. 40 


Storm at Sea deſcrib'd. 23 


